the  northwesteji^ 

iURPLE 


DO  YOU  LIKE  THE  THEATRE? 


IF  SO 


READ  VANITY   FAIR 


Do  you  think  that  Lysistrata  is  a  remedy  for 
Athlete's  Foot?  ...  At  what  j^oiiit  of  the 
play  should  you  hold  hands?  .  .  .  ^  hat, 
hesides  the  vice  squad,  passes  through  the 
portals  of  Earl  Carroll's  theatre?  .  .  .  What 
time  should  you  arrive  for  an  8:30  curtain? 
...  Is  snapping  one's  opera  hat  considered 
good  taste  at  the  Martin  Beck?  .  .  .  Wlio's 
elbow  has  the  right  of  way  on  the  arm  of  a 
theatre  seat?  .  .  .  Can  you  make  a  bon  mot 
like  "Let's  get  seats  for  Pineapple  Shubert?" 
.  .  .  Should  you  purchase  '"feelthy  tickets" 
from  a  speculator?  .  .  .  George  Jean  Nathan 
is  paid  by  \  anity  Fair  (or  will  be,  this  Satur- 
day) for  separating  the  theatrical  wheat 
from  the  chaff.  If  you  read  \  anity  Fair  no 
chaff  can  touch  you. 


Try  to  figure  out  how  much  it  wouhl  cost  you  to  huy  the 
most  talked-of  new  books  ...  to  go  to  the  best  shows, 
cinemas  and  musical  comedies  ...  to  visit  the  London 
tailors  ...  to  see  the  best  new  works  of  art  in  Paris  .  .  . 
to  attend  the  world's  great  sporting  events  ...  to  arrange 
for  demonstrations  of  the  latest  cars  and  planes  ...  to 
learn  the  inner  secrets  of  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge  ...  to  go  to  the  opera:  in  short,  to  know  what's 
what  about  everything  that  is  interesting  and  new  in  this 
modern  and  quick-moving  world. 


EVERY    ISSUE    OF    VANITY    FAIR    CONTAINS. 


Humor: 

The  most  original  witticisms  of  the  younger  humourists  and 

satirists. 

The  Theatre: 

Intimate  glimpses  of  the  really  interesting  personalities  on  the 
stage  and  screen. 


Arh 


Perfect  reproductions  of  the  creations  of  modern  European 
and   American  artists. 

World  Affairs: 

Entertaining  political  sketches  dealing  with  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  world  leaders. 

Fashions: 

A  department  of  women's  sport  clothes  and  the  trend  in 
fashions,  with  reports  from  the  leading  tailors  of  New  York 
and  London. 

Motor  Cars  and  Airplanes: 

Tile  newest  developments  in  motor  cars  and  airplanes. 
Contract  Bridge: 

Searching  and  expert  articles  on   Backgammon  and  Contract 

Bridge. 

Books: 

^  lews  and  reviews  on  the  latest  books. 
Sports: 

Golf,  fighting,  etc. 
Music  and  Opera: 

The  latent   musical   trend. 


VANITY    FAIR,    GRAYBAR    BUILDING,    NEW    YORK    CITY 
□  Enclosed  find  $1  for  5  issues. 
Q  Enclosed  find  $3  for  I  year. 

I  am  a  new  subscriber. 
Name 


Street. 
Ci+v_ 


-State 


In  sliorl.  you  will  fin<l  the  Last  Word  on  snbjecls  llint  differentiate  the 
succe^sful  and  cultivated  person   from  the  uninformed  nobodv. 


SIGN,    TEAR    OFF    AND   MAIL   THIS    COUPON    NOW 
FOR    THIS    SPECIAL     INTRODUCTORY    OFFER    OF 

5  ISSUES  OF  VANITY  FAIR  $1 
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JUST  A  TIP 

REMEMBER— A  WELL  GROOMED 

APPEARANCE  CREATES  A 

LASTING  IMPRESSION 

SUITS   DRESSES   COATS 


CLEANED  AND  PRESSED 


CASH  and  CARRY 
BRING 

THEM  IN 
SAVE 
THE 
DIFFERENCE 


FUR  TRIMMED 

PLEATED 

3  PIECE 
ENSEMBLES 

NO- 
EXCEPTIONS 


OUR-HIGHEST-PRICE 


WholesaleGarmentCleaners 

OF  ILLINOIS,  INC. 

TWO  EVANSTON  STORES 


847  CHICAGO  AVE. 
Across  Main  St.  "L" 
Phone  Green.  2470 


16211/2  ORRINGTON 

Next  to  Lords 

Phone  Uni.  2470 


The  trouble  with  hidy  motorists  is 
that  we  never  know  what  they're  driving 
at.  Oklahoma  Whniwind. 

FOR  PEOPLE  WHO  LIKE  THIS 
KIND 

"Waiter,    there's    a    chicken    in    this 

egg-'" 

"Well,  what  did  you  expect,  a 
bicycle.''" 

Dartmouth  Jack  O' Lantern. 

*■ 

Scientists  report  that  fleas  can  go  with- 
out food  for  two  weeks.  But  they 
won't. 

Malteaser. 


When  the  world  does  come  to  an  end 
we  guess  no  one  will  be  more  surprised 
than  the  prophets  who  have  been  predict- 
ing it  regularly  for  so  many  years. 

Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 

♦ 

Motorist:  "Would  you  mind  getting 
out  of  that  gutter.'  I'd  like  to  park  my 
car." 

Gutterite:  "Fooled  you.  I'm  leaning 
against  a  fire-plug." 

Pitt  Panther. 


"I'd  rather  be  right  than  President." 
"I'd  rather  be  Secretary  to  the  Treas- 
urer." 

Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


THE 
NORTHWESTERN   STUDENT 

CO-OP 

ASSOCIATION,  Inc. 


Featuring 

SAGER  PENS 

"Combinette"  Pen  and  Pencil 

Sackless  —  Leakproof — Visible  Ink  Supply 


RENT    YOUR    FAVORITE 
TYPEWRITER 


MONTHS 


;^50 


Any  Standard  Make 
REMINGTON  PORTABLE 

'50 


MONTHS 


;^50 


A  MEMBERSHIP 

in  the 

CO-OP 

Entitles  You  to  a  Dividend  on  All  Purchases 

Made  at  the  Co-op  and  Affiliated  DEALERS 

(Clip  this  dealer  list  for  your  convenience) 


"The  Hub" 

Henry  C.   Lytton    8C   Sons 

"Edgar  A.  Stevens" 

Gre.   5300 

"Cooley's    Cupboards" 

(3  Stores) 

"Lee   Nelson"  Jeweler 

Uni.  046) 

"Riviera    Cleaners" 

Gre.    7500 

Rog.   Pk.   3800  Wil.   727 

Winn.    727 


"Alan   Goodrich"  Gift  Shop 
Gre.  0816 

"De    Met's"    Candy 
Gre.   2600 

"Sechler's"   Shoes 

(Florsheim    Shoes) 

Gre.   3881 

"Eichling's"    Flowers 
Gre.  0920 


REMEMBER 

we  are 
NORTH  SHORE  HEADQUARTERS 

for 

DeMET'S  CANDIES 

Greenleaf  2600 
You  Save  Money  When  You  Buy  at  the 


CO-OP 


in  the  Orrington  Hotel  BIdg. 
1726  Orrington  Ave.  Gre.  2600 


ONE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  akvays  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely   or  hastily,   as   you    wish. 

Because   you    can    be    sure    of  a 
wide  selection  of  really  good  food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


Owner:     I  thought  you  said  this  car 
wouldn't  use  much  gas. 

Dealer:     It  won't,  sir;  if  you  don't  put 
much  in  the  tank. 

Khty-Kat. 


"My  wife  never  scolds  me  for  dropping 
ashes  on  the  rug;  she  never  objects  to  me 
staying  out  late,  or  drinking  or  gam- 
bling.' 

"Why  man,  you  have  a  model  wife.  I 
should  like  to  meet  her." 

"You  can't.     She's  dead." 

Ohio  Sun  Dial. 


Lady  (in  aerial  cable  car):  "Oh  dear, 
Oh  dear,  what  would  become  of  me  if 
the  cable  broker" 

"That  would  depend  on  how  you  have 
lived  your  past  life,  madame." 


"Did  vour  teacher  like  the  pie  I  baked 
for  her?" 

"I    don't    know,    she    didn't    come    to 

school  today." 

■♦ 

"I  hear  Maxine  got  hauled  up  before 
the  student  council  for  cheating." 

"Honesdy?" 

"Sure.  She  got  caught  looking  out  a 
window  in  an  astronomy  examination." 

University  of  Washington  Columns. 


Nobody's  Too  Grown  Up 
to  care  about  toys! 


You  may  think  you  are,  but 
just  spend  ten  minutes  in  this 
toy  section,  and  you'll  discover 
you're  pretty  interested  in 
them  anyway  .  .  .  long  enough 
to  spend  at  least  an  afternoon! 


Third  Floor 


Oiaivdlcr's 


Fountain  Square 


Groonloaf  7200 


Evanston 

Vi  iliiK'tto  724 


TWO 


PURPLE 


P  A  R  R  O  7 


SHAMPOOING 
MARCELLING 
WATER  WAVE 
FINGER  WAVE 


MANICURING 

SCALP  MASSAGE 

HAIR  DYEING 

FACIALS 


Special  Rates  to  Students 
Marie  Letin 

PERMANENT  WAVING  —  HAIR  CUTTING 


University  800 
1710  Orrington  Ave. 


EVANSTON,  ILL. 


Your  mouth  is  your  worst  enemy;  it 
goes  around  talking  about  you  under 
your  very  nose. 

Why  spend  good  money  at  the  circus 
when  you  can  watch  football  practice  for 
nothing.' 

If  there's  anything  that  beats  the  hus- 
band-wife combination  for  bellicosity,  its 
two  roommates.  They're  always  at  odds 
and  trying  to  get  even. 

Blac\  &  Blue  Jay. 


The  smartest  man  in  Knoxville,  Tenn. 
Is  a  man  whose  name  is  Hans, 
He  fed  his  cow  a  piece  of  tin, 
And  the  milk  came  out  in  cans. 

Mugwump. 


The  haughty  Senior  girl  sniffed  dis- 
dainfully as  the  tiny  Freshman  cut  in. 
"And  just  why  did  you  have  to  cut  in 
when  I  was  dancing?  "  she  inquired 
nastily. 

The  Freshman  hung  his  head  with 
shame.  "I'm  sorry,  ma'am,"  he  said, 
"but  I'm  working  my  way  through  col- 
lege and  your  partner  was  waving  a  five 
dollar  bill  at  me." 

Buc{nell  Belle  Hop. 


'Til  give  you  |54.00  for  it,"  bargained 
the  wily  would-be  ring  customer. 

"154.40  or  fight!"  cried  the  hot-nosed 
nickel-nurser. 

Caveman. 


Salvation  Army  Girl  (to  Scotchman): 
"Will  you  give  a  quarter  to  the  Lord.'" 

Scotchman:  "How  old  are  you,  Las- 
sie."^ 

S.  A.  Girl:     "Eighteen." 

Scotchman:  "Oh,  well  I'm  seventy- 
five.  I'll  be  seeing  Him  afore  of  you, 
and  I'll  hand  it  to  him  myself." 

Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

The   Purple   Parrot,    published   by   the    Students   Publishing   Co.,    at    Evanston,    111. 
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LORD'S 


FOUNTAIN   SQUARE 


c 


Take  Them  Gifts 
from  Lord's 

Here  you'll  find  unusual  gifts  for  all — for  Grand- 
father, for  Mother,  for  Junior,  for  the  whole  family 
to  enjoy  together. 

Pewter 

Sugar,  creamer  and  tray  set,  ^5.95  Candy  dish,  ^1 

Combination  open  salt  dish  with  spoon  and  pepper  shaker,  ^2 

Lord's    GtflwaTfs — FiTst    Floor 

Stationery 

Letterettes,  ^1  Portfolios,  75c 

French  papers,  the  box,  ^2 

Lord's  Stationery — First  Floor 

Games 

Backgammon  sets.     Board,  checkers,  dice  and  cups,  ^L50 

Ping  Pong  sets,  ^1.75 

The  Hustler  Foot  Ball  Game,  $2 

Lord's  Gtimes — First  Floor 

For  Men 

Handkerchiefs,  50c  to  ?1  Gloves.  ^2.50  to  p 

Neckwear,   ^1    to   ?2.50 
Hand-tailored  ties — plain  and  fancy.     Domestic  or  imported. 

Lord's  Men's  Section — First  Floor 

Handkerchiefs 

Chinese  embroidered  linen  handkerchiefs.    White  embroidered 
in  colors  or  colored  linens  embroidered  in  white,  25c. 
With  Italian  cut  work,  hand  scalloping  and  hand  embroidered 
designs,  50c. 

Lord's   Hijndkercbicfs — First  Floor 

Dull-Mode  Chiffons,  $1.95 

Grenadine  chiffon  stockings  with  French  heels  and  picot 
tops.  In  Ivoire,  Rose  Beige,  Boulevard,  Mauve  Beige,  Brown 
Leaf,  Bahama.  Ali  Baba  and  Black  Magic. 

Lord'!   Hosiery — First  Floor 

Chinese  Mats 

Various  shapes  and  sizes  finely  embroidered  in  effective 
colors.     Circular  mats  as  low  priced  as  ^1.95  pair. 

Lord' f    Gifrn-iircs — First    FU'Or 
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N.  U.  Student  Co-op 1 
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Camel 6 
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DO    YOUR    SHOPPING 


This  Is  "Mum"  Time 

at 

altxSndef^ 


NORTHSHORE  HOTEL 

1605  Chicago  Avenue 

Phone  Univ.  9666-9667 


Floivers  appropriate 
for  every  occasion 


A  complete  new  ser- 
vice for  discriminat- 
ing people 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler-Optician 

Guaranteed    Repairino    Service 

1626  Orrington  Ave.  University  0461 

For  30  Tears  a  Jeweler  in  Evanston 
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sir 


Scrub:     Is  the  captain  double-jointed. 

Coach:    No.    Why? 

Scrub:     I  just  broke  his  leg  then. 

Reserve  Red  Cat. 


"What's  my  bill  for  sleeping  here?" 
"Where'd  you  sleep?" 
"On  the  billiard  table." 
"Sixty  cents  an  hour." 


"Going  to  a  summer  resort  this  year?" 

"No,   we'll   just  take   off   the   screens, 

lock  up  the  bathroom,  take  the  mattresses 

off  the  beds,  and  tear  some  holes  in  the 

roof." 


"There's  a  poor  man  at  the  door  with 
wooden  legs." 

"Tell  him  we  don't  need  any." 


English  Prof:  "And  are  you  familiar 
with  John  Masefield?" 

Co-ed:  "Sir,  I  am  never  familiar  with 
anyone 


I" 


"I    want    a    fan    to    match    my    com- 
plexion." 

"Hand-painted  fans  at  the  next  aisle." 


Traffic  Cop:  "Don't  you  know  you 
can't  turn  around  in  the  middle  of  the 
block  .=  " 

Mrs.  Dobson:  "'Oh,  I  think  I  can 
make  it.    Thank  you  so  much." 

Tuscan. 


"Sir,  a  delegation  of  strap-hangers  is 
outside  complaining  about  our  street  car 
service." 

"Sort  of  a  complaint  of  long  standing, 
what?" 


"And  did  any  of  your  ancestors  ever 
do  anything  to  cause  posterity  to  remem- 
ber them?" 

"Yep,  my  grandfather  stuck  a  mort- 
gage on  this  place  that  am't  been  paid 
yet." 

♦ 

"So  your  name  is  Tom  Riley.  Any  re- 
lation to  Jim  Riley?" 

"Very  distantly;  I  was  the  first  child 
and  he  was  the  eighteenth." 
■*■ 

"Barney?  O,  he  died  of  hoof-and- 
mouth  disease." 

"How's  that?" 

"O,  he  ran  around  talking  about  me 
too  much." 


Are  the  pictures  in  the  rogues  gallery 
framed  in  gilt? 

♦^ 

"O  dear,  O  dear,  I  made  you  the  love- 
liest pie  and  the  cat's  gone  and  eaten  it!" 

"There,  there,  don't  cry,  I'll  get  you 
another  cat." 


MISS  FRANCES  LEE, 
a  Vassar  girl 


y 


MR.  HAROLD  JAEGER, 
a  Wisconsin  man 


our  correspondents 


i// 


ty/( 


on    college   styles 


College  Humor  Magazine  introduces  these  two  young 
people,  recently  appointed  to  the  editorial  staff. 
Each  month  they  will  Inform  you  of  the  modern 
trend  of  fashion. 

You  will  meet  them  each  month  in  the  pages  of  this 
magazine,  and  since  they  will  be  visiting  colleges 
constantly,  perhaps  before  long  you  may  meet  them 
in  person  on  your  own  campus. 

Alert,  keen,  so  recently  out  of  school  themselves 
that  they  can  easily  keep  their  fingers  on  the  pulse  of 
those  Influences  which  affect  college  styles  and  cus- 
toms, you  may  follow  their  predictions  and  know  that 
you  are  unerringly  correct  In  your  dress. 

They  irz  ready  to  help  you  with  any  problems  your 
wardrobe  may  present,  with  advice  and  Information. 
This  is  a  service  College  h^umor  Is  happy  to  offer  to 
college  men  and  women. 
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MAGAZINE 


FIVE 


P  U  R  P  Lb  f^  PARROT 


Natural  charm 

A  CIGARETTE  so  mildly  mellow,  so  alluringly  fragrant,  so 
whole-heartedly  satisfying  that  you  respond  to  it  as  instinc- 
tively as  to  the  charm  of  natural  beauty. 

Camels  are  mild!  But  their  mildness  is  never  flat  — 
never  artificial.  Through  every  step  of  their  manufacture 
the  delicate,  sun-ripe  fragrance  of  choicest  tobaccos  is 
scientifically  preserved. 

Swing  with  the  crowd  to  a  smoke  that's  all  pleasure. 
Don't  deny  yourself  the  luxury  of 

Camels 


©  1930.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company.    Winston-Salem,   N.  C. 
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CHRISTMAS  CHEER! 
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OPINIONATED 

MEDITATION 


XMAS  CHEER  AND  WHAT  OF  IT 

IT  IS  probably  a  well-known  fact  that  the  Christmas  season  is 
in  the  offing.    Therefore,  a  eulogy  on  Christmas  spirit  is  both 
relevant  and  almost  mandatory.     However,  our  conception 
of  the  general  institution  of  Christmas  is  necessarily  objective. 
And  an  objective  view  is  a  superficial  one. 

At  one  time,  long,  long  ago  we  believed  that  Christmas  was 
the  time  when  all  the  people  who  were  ordinarily  kindly  and 
generous  throughout  the  year  became  even  more  kindly  and 
generous.  Gradually,  as  our  understanding  of  this  organic  ex- 
istence became  somewhat  more  enlightened  we  believed  that 
Christmas  was  the  time  when  all  the  people  w  ho  were  ordinarily 
existing  as  people  throughout  the  year  became  imbued  with  a 
strange  spirit  of  fellowship  and  generosity.  Somewhat  more 
rapidly  grew  our  enlightenment,  then,  and  we  believed  that  not 
even  at  Christmas  time  did  people  atlopt  new  characteristics. 


It  merely  seemed  so  on  the  surface.  Underneath  was  all  of  the 
usual  stuff  that  goes  to  make  up  human  nature.  Thus  far,  this 
last  belief  has  not  been  displaced  by  any  other  in  the  series. 
The  indications  seem  to  be  that  the  series  is  ended. 

Our  impressions  are  that  people  merely  observe  another  tradi- 
tion, this  one  more  enticing  than  any  other,  and  euphemize  it 
by  calling  it  homage  and  respect  to  One  who  entered  this  world 
on  that  day.  An  objective  conception  we  called  it,  and  probably 
puerile  as  well. 

ROLL  ON,  THOU  FOOTBALL  TEAM 

LO,  YE  noble  football  hero.    He  getteth  blessings  denied  to 
us  rabble;   he  getteth  fame  and  honor  and   prestige  and 
homage;  he  signeth  luncheon  checks  in  local  eating  houses 
and  anon  forgetteth  them;  he  receiveth  private  tutoring  that  his 
heroism  may  endure,  for  which  ye  tutor  receiveth  pay,  and  yet 
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ye  football  hero  payeth  naught;  all  women  come  unto  him  and 
he  leadeth  a  lofty  life. 

But  certainly  he  deserves  all  he  gets  that  we  ordinary  mortals 
are  denied.  Do  we  uplift  the  good  name  of  our  university.'' 
Fortunate  if  we  do  not  lower  it!  But  it  is  the  football  hero, 
who  by  his  physical  efforts,  together  with  that  of  his  tellows, 
attains  mighty  success,  and  raises  the  prestige  of  its  name  far 
higher  than  the  endowments  made  by  over-wealthy  individuals, 
higher  than  the  acts  of  genius  of  a  skilled  president,  higher  than 


the  achievements  in  toto  of  our  learned  professors,  and  higher 
than  the  scholastic  attainments  of  the  university  proper.  His 
triumphs  fling  the  honored  name  of  the  institution  in  channels 
foreign  to  the  knowledge  of  its  existence. 

We  have  found  that  a  highly  successful  football  team  causes: 
a  mighty — yet  unpardonable — pride  in  the  mention  of  our  uni- 
versity; favorable  attitudes  towards  us  individuals  on  the  part 
of  outsiders;  greater  circulation  of  our  publications  with  in- 
creased value  as  advertising  mediums;  greater  significance  in 
the  school  stickers  on  our  windshields;  increased  social  prestige 
for  us  individuals;  and  in  general  an  unproportionately  smug 
satisfaction  in  belonging  to  this  institution.  Far  be  it  from  us 
to  condemn  the  state  of  affairs  that  makes  for  such  distorted 
emphasis.  We  never  think  of  condemning  anything  in  this  best 
of  all   possible  worlds.     We   merely  comment. 

Perhaps  the  quotation  from  a  recent  letter  written  by  a  for- 
mer Northwestern  co-ed  may  bring  out  our  point  a  bit  clearer: 
"When  I  first  came  out  here  (California)  I  was  a  little  em- 
barrassed about  the  way  in  which  people  talked  about  North- 
western— but  that  football  team  of  ours  has  certamly  changed 
a  lot  of  their  ideas." 

Oiiaecumque  sunt  vcial 

PORTRAIT  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY 

WE  KNOW  a  girl.    Well,  x-^-e  know  another  girl,  too,  far 
far  away.    But  we  will  use  this  first  girl  to  illustrate  a 
point  and  thus  prove  it,  as  all  good  psychologists  (we 
completed  a  major  in  psych)   prove  assertions  by  isolated  ex- 
amples. 

This  girl  is  in  her  third  year  here,  and  hails  from  a  tiny 
hamlet  down  South.  .Automatically,  then,  she  has  all  the  re- 
nowned hospitality,  generosity,  and  kindliness  supposed  to  flour- 
ish throughout  the  Bible  and  hook-worm  belts.  Furthermore, 
her  Southern  dialect  falls  quaintly  on  our  Northern  ears.  In 
short,  she  is  adequately  described  by  the  phrase  "good  kid." 


I)Ut  she  is  not  the  average  type  of  co-ed;  she  is  blessed  with 
worthy  ambitions,  a  good  intellect,  and  a  humble  but  true  depth 
of  soul.  Inherently,  then,  she  is  quite  worthy  of  favor;  but 
now  dark,  deep  tragedy  stalks  across  the  stage:  she  is  on  the 
wrong  track,  poor  soul! 

Like  too  many  others  she  has  been  completely  ensnared  by 
the  over-numerous  and  trivial  and  useless  "activities"  that  infest 
this  campus.  Hardly  a  committee  plies  its  limited  designs  but 
boasts  of  her  membership.  She  has  a  personal  influence  in  every- 
thing here  from  selling  balloons  at  football  games  to  choosing 
orchestras  for  the  "greatest  event  of  the  year."  And,  quite  as 
unfortunate,  she  holds  membership  in  one  of  the  "Big  Four" 
sororities;  therefore  she  is  further  entangled  in  the  artful  politico- 
social  intrigues  that  make  campus  life  so  luscious  to  the  female 
here. 

And  so,  her  years  in  college  are  being  tragically  wasted  away. 
She  has  done  little  that  could  not  have  been  done  in  the  town 
high-school.  Well,  there  may  be  some  progress  in  achievement: 
perhaps  being  on  a  committee  that  plans  a  dance  for  two  hun- 
dred couples  demands  more  executive  ability  than  being  on  one 
that  plans  for  a  mere  hundred. 

Her  time  is  completely  absorbed  by  (1)  committee  meetings 
that  must  be  deadly  in  their  sameness,  and  (2)  dates  that  are 
as  equally  deadly  in  their  sameness.  She  lives  in  the  tiny  and 
well-padded  sphere  of  "Activities,"  and  so  knows  nothing.  She 
has  come  to  college,  has  groped  in  the  night  of  ignorance,  and 
has  mistaken  fireflies  for  stars. 

But  have  not  her  "activities "  gained  for  her  an  executive  and 
organizing  experience  for  later  life.'  An  eminent  professor  of 
psychology  has  stated  that  it  is  an  incontrovertible  fact  that 
experience  in  campus  activities  contributes  exactly  nothing  to  a 
preparation  against  Life.  But  does  she  not  gain  social  contacts 
that  more  fully  develop  her  own  existence.'  Social  contacts  that 
are  as  narrowed  and  inconsequential  as  her  own  entity.  But  is 
there  not  a  personal  pleasure  gained,  and  are  we  not  hedonistic 


by  nature.'  A  rationalization;  trivialities  tax  the  intellect  and 
comprehension  less  than  things  of  greater  significance.  What 
then  have  her  years  of  "activities"  gained  for  her?  A  larger 
picture  reference  in  the  SvUabus  index  than  possessed  by  most 
individuals. 

But  there  is  a  spark  of  hope  tor  this  young  ladv.  She  is 
gradually  seeing  a  great  light:  that  perhaps  the  course  of  this 
globe  was  not  mulled  over  at  a  committee  meeting.  Which 
realization  is  a  mis-carriage,  for  its  time  of  birth  is  normally 
after  graduation.  May  she  and  her  sisters  become  more  fully 
conscious  in  the  near  future. 
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"Ah,  and  what  is  it  that  binds  us  to- 
gether and  makes  us  better  than  we  are  by 
nature?" 

"Corsets." 


ODE  TO 


LILLIAN 


Brightly  shining  are  her  i  i  i  i 
Manners  sweet  with  gentle  e  e  e  e 
Soul  so  pure  and  wondrous  y  y  y  y 
Busy  as  the  bumble  b  b  b  b 

I  recognize  these  urging  q  q  q  q 
Her  in  my  arms  once  more  to  c  c  c  c 
And  lips  divine  again  to  u  u  u  u 
And  breathe  in  rapture:    "Holv  g  g  g  g" 

/.  B. 


OUR  OWN 

DICTIONARY 

BANANA  PEEL:  Food  article  that 
brings  the  weight  down. 

DIPLOMAT:  Man  who  remembers 
woman's  birthday,  but  not  her  age. 

ETC.:  Sign  used  to  make  others  be- 
lieve you  know  more  than  you  do. 

FALSE  DOCTRINE:  Wrong  medi- 
cine given  by  doctor. 

HORRIBLE  EXAMPLE:  Any  prob- 
lem in  mathematics. 

MAN:  The  only  animal  that  can  be 
skinned  more  than  once. 

POLITICAL  SCIENCE:  The  science 
of  interfering  in  public  affairs. 

rubber"  GOODS:  Opera  glasses, 
telescopes,  microscopes. 

SQUAWKER:    Baby  Indian. 

STRATEGY  (MILITARY):  Method 
of  not  letting  enemy  know  you  are  out 
of  ammunition  by  continuing  firing. 

TALE:     Biggest  part  of  a  fish. 

\"ACUUM:  Nothing  shut  up  in  a 
box. 

ZEBR,\:  Horse  with  stripes  used  to 
illustrate  the  letter  Z. 


THE  EVILS 

OF  DRINK 

A  SOLEMN  and  earnest-looking 
clergyman  reclines  in  the  barber's 
chair,  undergoing  a  shave.  The  barber, 
however,  is  rather  unsteady  in  his  tech- 
nique, and  now  and  then  causes  holy 
blood  to  flow.  But  the  clergyman,  a 
patient  and  compassionate  soul,  as  befits 
his  calling,  makes  no  protest  but  suffers 
the  treatment. 

Lltimately  the  butchering  is  completed, 
and  the  clergyman  finds  solace  in  the 
knowledge  that  he  is  clean  shaven,  at 
least.  He  does  not  intend  to  upbraid  the 
poor  barber;  it  is  not  fitting  for  the  ser- 
vant of  God  to  commit  mere  animal  cen- 
sure. But  he  does  intend  to  make  the 
lot  of  the  barber  better  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Lord  by  a  gentle  and  tender  disapproval. 
And  so  he  earnestly  addresses  him: 

"Ah,  brother,  see  the  wounds  upon  my 
face:  you  see  what  happens  when  one 
takes  to  drink  too  much." 

"Yes,  your  reverence.''  replies  the  peni- 
tent barber,  "it  sure  makes  the  skin  ten- 
der, don't  it.'" 


'H'here  the  hell  yuh  think  you're  goin?" 


TEN 
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/N  humble  ac\nowledgment  of  inferior- 
ity the  Purple  Parrot  bows  to  its  fel- 
low-publication, our  worthy  Daily,  for 
the  latter's  fearless  voicing  of  the  loftiest 
and  noblest  sentiments  of  the  year: 

"Homecoming  should  act  as  an  oasis 
in  the  parchness  and  dryness  of  the  rou- 
tine of  life.  The  graduate  should  be 
above  'childish  things'.  .  .  .  Here  is  an 
opportunity  to  drink  deeply  of  refresh- 
ment. .  .  .  One  can't  overlook  the  influ- 
ences which  have  contributed  largely  to 
your  intellectual  growth.  The  pictures  of 
(the)  campus  .  .  .  will  evoke  noble 
thoughts  and  nerve  you  to  heroic  deeds. 
For  all  these  things  and  many  more  you 
are  indebted  to  your  alma  mater.  She 
has  showered  upon  you  spiritual  wealth. 
She  has  loaded  you  with  the  cares  of  the 
state  and  the  burdens  of  trade.  But  for- 
get her  not —  for  to  those  who  are  true  to 
their  first  love  she  will  open  wide  her 
pleasant  court  and  grant  a  respite  to  the 
weary  toiler  amid  these  scenes  where  he 
has  passed  his  careless  youth.  Stop  by 
our  well  of  refreshment,  rest  your  weary 
cares,  and  drink  deeply." 


At  last,  we  are  informed  the  purpose 
of  a  college  career.  Is  it  to  be  used  as  a 
means  of  livelihood?  Nay!  As  a  means 
to  culture,  or  \notvledge,  or  power,  or 
prestige,  or  respect?  Preposterous!  List 
to  our  Daily — it  tells  the  true  purpose  of 
college: 

"Our  ideal  is  to  use  our  education  to 
secure  leisure  for  enjoying  the  lighter 
pleasures  of  life." 

♦^ 

Let  it  never  be  said  that  the  Parrot 

is  indifferent  to  great  advances  made  in 
the  quest  for  Truth.  It  tvas  with  a 
strange,  exotic  thrill  that  tve  descried  this 
contribution  made  by  our  chemistry  de- 
partment: 

"The  Pyrolysis  of  AUyl  Aryl  Sulfides." 
*■ 

Here  is  a  startling  revelation,  thun- 
dered by  our  Daily,  that  tvill  dismay  and 
anguish  our  gentle  and  sensitive  students, 
and  yet,  mayhap  it  be  for  the  best: 

"Politics  on  the  local  campus  is  a  sys- 
tem— a  low,   indecent  system." 


The  joy  of  our  university  administra- 
tion following  our  football  victory  over 
Wisconsin  tvas  tvondrous  to  behold. 
These  tvords  uttered  by  three  of  our 
Deans  fill  us  with  a  true  conception  of 
the  majestic  dignity  of  our  authorities: 

Dean  No.  1:  Our  team  has  brought 
unmatched  prestige,  fame,  honor,  and 
glory  to  Northwestern.  All  hail  the  team 
and   every   member  of  the   squad!  " 

Dean  No.  2:  "I  am  a  Wisconsin  grad- 
uate. I  sat  down  at  the  game  Saturday 
with  50%  of  me  pulling  for  Wisconsin 
and  the  other  50%  for  Northwestern. 
But  in  less  than  ten  minutes,  let  me  tell 
you,  I  was  100%  for  the  Purple  and 
White!"     (Tremendous  applause.) 

Dean  No.  3:  "Don't  wreck  the  town. 
Don't  set  fire  to  the  buildings.  Don't 
shoot  anyone — Wait  until  next  Saturday 
when  you  beat  Notre  Dame!" 


Caution  and  Prudence — the  slogan  of 
our  Geology  department.  Why  gamble 
on  tveather  prediction  when  a  conserva- 
tive forecast  as  this  is  jar  more  secure: 

"Somewhat  colder  last  night." 


Anytvay,  our  good  Daily  \nows  which 
side  its  bread  is  buttered.  Its  masterful 
change  of  feeling  is  amazing  to  our  one- 
trac\  minds.  Witness  its  attitude  on  the 
proposed  charity  game  with  Notre  Dame 
BEFORE  the  decision  tvas  made: 

"We  wish  to  cast  our  vote  in  favor  of 
the  plan  (transferring  the  Northwestern- 
Notre  Dame  game  to  Soldiers'  Field  for 
charity  purposes.)  Northwestern  has  al- 
ways been  a  leader  in  social  work  in  this 
community,  and  the  proposed  transfer 
of  a  home  game  to  Soldiers'  Field  will 
require  practically  no  sacrifice  on  our 
part.  Two  universities,  established  to 
serve  society,  will  make  a  humane  con- 
tribution .  .  ." 

And  now  witness  this  generous  change 
of  heart  AFTER  the  proposal  was  turned 
down : 

"After  all,  why  should  any  university 
provide  a  Roman  holiday  for  the  mob, 
and  a   balloon   ascension   for  a   Chicago 


paper  by  changing  the  site  of  its  biggest 
game  of  the  season.'" 


Ah,  me!  Ah,  me!  17  years  ago  there 
were  college  MEN  here,  as  gleaned  from 
the  robust  directions  of  the  1913  Student 
Hand  Boo}{  : 

"The  first  duty  of  the  new  student  is 
that  of  registration.    THEN — 

Rent  and  fix  up  your  room. 

Write  home. 

Subscribe  to  the  Daily  Northwestern. 

Join  the  Y.  W.  or  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

Buy  University  pennant. 

Learn  yells  and  songs. 

Watch  bulletin  boards. 

Pick  associations  carefully. 

Attend  socials  and  class  meetings. 

Get  acquainted. 

Remember  you  are  a  university  stu- 
dent. 

Get  to  work." 


Ye  fraternity  pledges,  when  you  are 
well  massaged  in  the  Sitzfleisch,  tvhen 
your  room-mates  utilize  all  your  property, 
ivhen  your  life  is  quite  hellish,  rejoice  in 
the  \nowledge  that  in  the  abstract  there 
is  holy  inspiration  and  exalted  poesy  in 
fraternity  existence.  So  tvrites  an  in- 
dividual to  the  editor  of  our  Daily: 

"They  (fraternities)  are  agencies 
through  which  education  is  personalized. 
Their  ideals,  as  revealed  in  the  rituals 
of  any  of  them,  are  inspiring.     They,  as 


a  body,  stand  for  the  best  part  of  educa- 
tion, and  intelligent  men  and  women  re- 
alize that  fact  .  .  .  There  will  always  be 
foolish  and  petty  persons,  so  I  suppose 
that  there  will  always  be  enemies  of  the 

fraternity  system." 

♦ 

When  it  comes  to  vigorous,  lustv,  and 
he-man  journalism,  tve  must  hand  it  to 
our  Daily  for  these  virile  sentiments: 

"Sisters  of  the  campus!  We  aren't  go- 
ing to  waste  effort  or  space  by  beating 
about  the  bush.  What  is  to  be  said  is 
eoinsr  to  be  shot  straight  from  shoulder 
with  the  intention  of  landing  the  blow 
on  the  button." 
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TIS  THE  day  before  Christmas.  The 
wind  howls  ferociously  through  the 
streets  and  alleys.  A  piercing,  biting, 
fearfully  cold  wind  it  is,  driving  vicious 
sleet  before  it.  It  is  cold  outside — hor- 
ribly cold. 

Within  a  lavishly  ornamented  and 
cozily  warm  private  office  there  is  a  well- 
groomed,  wealthy-looking  man  of  mid- 
dle-age and  a  well-groomed,  comfortable- 
looking  woman  of  early  age.  They  look 
obviously  like  the  wealthy  business-man 
and  his  secretary.  They  are.  He  speaks 
to  her; 

"Is  it  very  cold  outside,  Miss  Jones?" 

"O  very  cold,  sir." 

"Ah,  and  are  the  gutters  frozen  yet?" 

"Like  rock,  sir." 

"The  water-pipes,  are  they  all  burst 
yet-" 

"All  of  them,  sir." 

"And  is  traffic  completely  demoral- 
ized?" 

"Completely,  sir." 

"Have  any  frozen  limbs  been  ampu- 
tated yet-" 

"Hundreds  ot  them,  sir." 

"Dear,  dear,  how  unfortunate.  Put  up 
the  price  of  coal  another  St  a  ton,  Miss 
Jones.     God  help  the  poor!" 

S.  C. 


Paul  Rerere:      "Damn   these   hitch-hikers!" 

"And  the  doctor  told  me  that  Joe's 
at  death's  door.  Now  listen,  fellows,  let's 
all  get  together  and  visit  Joe  and  jiull 
him  through." 


"I'm  collecting  for  a  poet's  hospital." 
"Come  around  tomorrow  and  I'll  have 
a  couple  for  vou." 

Sign  in  a  butcher's  window: 
Tongue,  18c;  brains,  24c. 


Lady  (to  beggar):  "But  vour  story 
has  such  a  hollow  ring  to  it." 

"Yes,  mum,  that's  the  result  of  speakin' 
on  an  einptv  stummick." 


"And   did    you    see    Santa    Claus    last 

night,  little  boy?  " 

"N'aw,    but    I    heard    him     when    he 

knocked  his  toe  against  the  bed-post." 
■♦ 

"Such   a   big   boy  like   you   and   only 
eight  years  old?  " 

"Well,  Ma  says  I'd  of  been  two  years 
older  if  Pa  wasn't  so  bashful. " 


Mathematics  among  Our  Wild  Life: 
The  rabbit  multiplies  very  rapidly,  but  it 
takes  a  snake  to  be  an  adder. 


"Do  vou  drink?" 
"Invitation  or  investigation?" 


""i  our  pictures  nill  cost  $S0  a  Jozen — looh  pleasant,  please." 
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SINCE  HOUSE  PARTY,  the  sopho- 
more sorority  girls  are  noticeably 
better  educated  in  the  meaning  of 
dirty  jokes.  But  a  lot  of  them  would 
give  their  three-piece  turbans  to  know 
what  it  was  that  Hanley  told  the  Wis- 
consin team,  and  what  Red  Woodworth 
was  saying  to  the  Notre  Dame  boys. 

What  a  celebration!  Aunt  Polly  has 
waited  for  four  long  years  to  see  this 
school  really  cut  loose.  And  it  was  worth 
waiting  for.  From  Saturday  night  on — 
well,  on  Saturday  night,  to  begin  with, 
one  of  the  Delts  had  a  red-headed  date. 
That  was  the  night  that  Fred  Hurd 
dedicated  the  floor  of  the  LaSalle  ball- 
room. When  the  crash  came,  he  broke 
down  and  wept,  they  say.  They  had 
a  flock  of  Gamma  Phis  there,  and  every- 
thing! 

Sunday  was  comparatively  quiet — as 
far  as  we  were  concerned,  that  is.  We 
aging  must  get  our  sleep. 

But  Monday!  "No  classes  this  morn- 
ing"— Professor  Hungerford  had  to  tell 
his  freshmen  to  leave.  Those  people  who 
had  lunch  at  the  Purple  Pup  remember 
wondering  how  long  Holly  Peck  would 
last.    He  did  very  well  indeed. 

At  the  Aragon,  for  instance,  he  an- 
nexed a  perplexed  Pi  Phi  pledge  and 
called  her  "Sweet."  And  "Cinderella." 
The  girls  are  still  waiting  to  see  what 
happens  when  he  finds  out  who  the  girl 
is. 

Also  at  the  Aragon  was  the  unusual 
spectacle  of  Bill  Stewart  without  his  girl. 
Some  Sigma  Chi  cut  in,  and  he — Bill — 
spent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  looking 
for  her. 

Harriet  Brewer,  they  say,  is  so  finely 
bred  that  what  her  date  drinks  makes 
her  faint  immediately.  And  she  gets 
brought  home. 

Lin  Lardner  is  making  the  rounds. 
No  doubt  he  keeps  a  card  file  of  his 
dates.    Does  anyone  challenge  his  title.'' 

Some  of  the  boys  were  watching  for 
notables  at  the  stadium  last  Saturday. 
Esther  started  up  the  ramp,  and  several 
shouted:  "Esther  Sprenger!  Hey! 
Sprenger!"  Whereat  another  single  voice 
answered  faintly:     "Spring  'er  yourself — 


you  brought  her  here!"  They  have  since 
lifted  his  pin. 

Notice:  A  challenge  has  just  been 
handed  us — Wayne  Browning  will  com- 
pare progress  any  time  with  Lin.  They 
might  start  in  fair  on  a  new  sorority. 

The  O'Brien  boy  got  a  bit  out  of  hand 
during  the  celebration,  but  Jane  got  by 
all  right. 

Now  that  Libby  is  ineligible,  who  is 
Jimmy  White  going  to  ask  to  the  Ball.'' 

Professor  Cottier — four  years  at  Prince- 
ton and  two  at  Oxford — is  learning  about 
coeducation.     By  observation. 

Did  they  wear  side-arms  at  the  Mili- 
tary Ball?  Well,  there  were  a  few  A  O 
Pis  there. 

Lew  Taiisiett  troes  for  red-heads,  too. 
Takes  a  man  to  do  that. 

Doc  Bracken  looked  so  realistic  on 
Hobo  Day  that  some  cop  ran  him  in  on 
a  charge  of  vagrancy. 

Ed  Martin  and  Angle  are  getting  along 
v.'ell.  And  Jo  Aldendifer  and  Floyd  Eld- 
ridge  wish  it  announced  that  everything 
is  all  right. 

Andy  Runden  is  one  of  those  people 


you  can't  go  anywhere  without  seeing. 

At  a  recent  open  house,  the  burly  fel- 
low cut  in  on  a  small  blonde.  "Hello," 
he  said.  "You  ought  to  be  glad  you're 
a  college  girl."  "Why?"  "You  don't 
have  to  work  at  all — now  we  work  plenty 
hard."  "Well,  how's  things  down  at 
Medical  School?" 

Betty  Martin  has  changed  a  lot  this 
year.  The  campus  gets  you,  no  matter 
how  strong-minded  you  are!  Look  at 
Sloppy  Hardwick.  And  remember  what 
happened  to  Johnny  Mee. 

Rumor  hath  it  that  (jene  Husting's 
long  vacation  in  the  infirmary  was  vol- 
untary— he  wanted  to  see  how  long  his 
beard  could  grow  in  10  days.  They  say 
he  was  getting  tangled  up  on  the  5th  day. 
Some  insist  he  is  the  spitting  image  of 
Jesus  himself,  in  appearance,  that  is. 

Al  Woods  has  got  what  the  Kappas 
want — besides,  of  course  we  mean,  his 
formal  bid.  Whatever  it  is,  it's  infallible. 
And  so  powerful.  What  a  man!  Say 
the  Kappas.  Haven't  tried  the  boy  at 
such  awfully  close  range,  but  he  looks 
like  just  another  college  boy  to  us.  In- 
experience on  our  part,  no  doubt. 

They  do  say  that  when  an  SAE  and  a 
Pi  Phi  get  together,  somebody  gets  played 
for  fish.    The  SAE's  are  one  up. 

Aunt  Polly. 


T5^t4    X 


'^There's  a  woman  at  the  door  who  is  without  food  or  clothes. 
'Give  her  something  to  eat  and  show  her  in/' 


THIRTEEN 


PUTTZ  vs. 


PUSS 


1928  A.  D.  REPORTS 

Konstant  J.  Savicl<us 


Facts:  The  case  is  a  slander  suit  originally  instituted  by  Sir 
Opiielius  Puss  against  one  Mr.  Boswicl{  Puttz.  After  repeated 
delays,  numerous  continuances,  and  countless  reversals,  the  facts 
have  become  twisted  as  well  as  the  parties  in  the  suit.  It  has 
noil'  become  a  tradition  between  these  ttvo  families  to  carry  on 
a  slander  suit  against  each  other  since  the  original  parties  died 
ii'ithoiit  having  received  a  final  verdict.  No  one  present  at  the 
trial  expects  the  case  will  be  decided  today,  or  ever. 

The  Trial  Proper:  His  Honor  the  Judge,  Mr.  H.  F.  Fish- 
bein;  Attorney  for  the  Plaintiff,  Mr.  James  Isaacs;  Attor- 
ney FOR  THE  Defense,  Mr.  Lawrence  C.  Phipps. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  I  object,  your  honor,  to  all  of  the  testimony  of- 
fered by  the  last  witness  of  the  defense. 

Judge  Fishbein:    The  grounds  for  the  objection? 

Mr.  Isaacs:     The  witness  hath  continually  kept  his  fingers 
crossed  throughout  the  cross-exam- 
ination.   That  is  proof  of  deception 

being  practiced  on  the  court.     Be- 

sides,  it  is  sufficient  ground  for  a 
reversal,  your  honor. 

Judge  Fishbein:  In  the  case  of 
Clam  V.  Chowder,  240  C.O.D. 
180;  it  was  held  the  case  should  be 
remanded  since  a  dictionary  instead 
of  a  bible  was  used  mistakenly  in 
swearing  in  a  witness,  and  in  Slips 
V.  Chemise,  a  criminal  case,  the 
judgment  was  reversed  and  the 
case  remantled  because  the  witness 
raised  the  left  hand  instead  of  the 
right  when  being  sworn:  but  I 
find  no  case  to  support  the  objec- 
tion of  counsel  for  the  plaintiff. 
Objection  is  .  .  . 

The  Clerk  (confidentially): 
Your  honor,  it  is  an  excellent  op- 
portunity to  set  a  precedent.  Elec- 
tion time  is  drawing  near,  and  the 
reporters  are  here.  It  is  advisable 
you  keep  your  name  before  the 
public. 

Judge  Fishbein:  Ahem!  .  .  . 
as  I  was  saying;  the  law  is  not  to  be  compared  to  a  stagnant 
pool  of  water.  It  is  ever  moving  onward  like  the  beauteous 
waters  of  a  babbling  brook.  Science  too  is  not  backward. 
Science  and  law  must  keep  pace  together  and  walk  hand  in 
hand  if  there  is  to  be  progress.  Er,  ah  .  .  .  what  was  the 
objection,  please?  .  .  .  Ah,  yes,  thank  you.  Reason  demands 
it,  logic  leads  us  to  such  result,  justice  requires  it,  and  though 
countless  ages  have  failctl  to  decide  this  momentous  question. 


luROR  No.  8:     Heh, 


Mr.    Putt; 


I  find  that  because  of  the  aforementioned  arguments  the  ob- 
jection should  be  sustained.     Proceed  with  the  case. 

(Mr.  Isaacs  then  has  his  surprise  tvitness  ta\e  the  oath.  She 
has  been  cleverly  dressed  in  an  abbreviated  attire.  The  jury  is 
now  awa\e  and  intensely  attentive.) 

JuROR  No.  8:    Heh,  heh.  ...    I  bet  them  lawyers  don't  get 
nothing  on  her,  heh,  heh. 
Juror  No.  6:        Why  won't  they? 

Juror  No.  8:  'Cause  she's  a  burlesque  actress,  heh,  heh. 
.  .  .  How  do  you  like  them  clothes  she's  got  on  now?  Heh, 
heh. 

Juror  No.  6:  Well  you  know  it  don't  take  much  to  please 
me.  .  .  .  Say  don't  you  think  that  dress  she's  wearing  is  too 
short? 

leh.  .  .  .  Maybe  she's  in  it  too  far, 
haw,  haw!  Listen  now  to  what 
Isaacs  is  sayin". 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Now,  Miss  Falcon, 
tell  the  court  in  well  modulated 
tones  and  at  intervals  with  a  high 
falsetto  voice,  without  fearing  to  re- 
veal the  horrible  details  .  .  . 
(dramatically)  .  .  .  where  were  )'ou 
the  night  of  the  murder? 

Miss  Falcon  (Gazing  dreamily 
before  her,  her  long  blacky  eyelashes 
softly  touching  each  other):  It  was 
a  beautiful  moonlit  night.  A  hazy 
mist  descended  from  the  heavens. 
I  was  alone  in  my  boudoir  reclm- 
ing  lazily  upon  the  soft  downy  pil- 
lows of  my  couch.  Suddenly  I 
heard  weird  music.  I  began  listen- 
ing intently.  ...  I  heard  the  sav- 
age beat  of  tom-toms  .  .  .  (heaves 
of  the  breast).  ...  It  was  the 
prologue  to  the  Excelsior  Mattress 
Hour  over  the  radio.  That  music 
affected  me.  I  began  to  breathe 
heavily.  .  .  .  That  savage  rhythm 
had  inflamed  my  primitive  pas- 
sions, I  .  .  . 
Mr.  Phipps:  I  object,  your  honor!  Plaintiff's  witness  is  exer- 
cising undue  inlluence  over  the  jury.  They  are  becoming 
aroused. 

luDGE  Fishbein:  I  request  that  the  two  gentlemen  of  the  jury 
climb  back  over  the  rail  into  the  jury  box.  Objection  is  sus- 
tained. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Your  honor,  the  witness  is  merely  relating 
the  details  which  lead  up  to  the  point  at  issue. 
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Judge  Fishbein:  Question  the  witness  on  facts  relevant  to 
the  immediate  question.    Proceed. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Thank  you,  sir.  .  .  .  Now,  Miss  Falcon,  were 
you  on  speaking  terms  with  Rabbi  McDonald  at  this  time?  I 
mean  did  you  know  him  well? 

Miss  Falcon:  I  was  told  about  him  and  was  later  introduced 
to  him  by  a  friend.    When  I  saw  him  again  he  cut  me. 

Mr.  Isaacs:     He  cut  you?     Do  you  realize   what  you  are 


saymg 


Miss  Falcon:    Well,  I  can  prove  it,  for  mother  was  with  me 
when  he  did. 

Mr.  Isaacs:    You  know  the  Rabbi  has  a  reputation  for  being 
very  kind;  that  he  never  wishes  to  hurt  anyone? 

Miss  Falcon:   Well,  he  cut  me  and  it  hurt.    Of  course  not  so 
much  just  then,  but  when  I  came  home  I  felt  the  effects. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  I  can't  see 
how  .  .  .  now  just  what 
do  you  mean  when  you 
say  he  cut  you? 

Miss   Falcon:      That 
is,  he  slighted  me. 
Mr.  Isaacs:     Ah,  yes, 


Judge  Fishbein:  Proceed  with  the  case.  Bring  in  the  correct 
witness. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  I  am  exceedingly  grateful,  your  honor.  .  .  . 
Hey!  Jimson,  take  the  stand.  (Jimson  tells  his  name,  occupa- 
tion, place  where  he  bought  his  last  suit,  size  of  shoe,  etc.) 
.  .  .  And  now,  Mr.  Jimson,  after  Mr.  Puss  called  Mr.  Puttz  a 
dirty  rotten  horse  thief  for  trying  to  steal  his  wife,  did  you  or 
did  you  not  hear  him  say  anything  else,  and  what  did  he  say, 
if  anything?     Answer  yes  or  no. 

Mr.  Jimson:     I  think  I  .  .  . 

Mr.  Phipps:  I  object  your  honor.  The  witness  is  bragging; 
besides  we  want  facts  and  not  thoughts. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Allow  me,  your  honor,  a  few  moments  to  in- 
struct the  witness  what  to  answer. 

[uDGE  Fishbein:  Impossible!  Such  procedure  is  not  per- 
missible. 

Mr.  Is.a.acs:  But  your  honor,  the  real  witness  is  ill.  Mr. 
Jimson  is  the  substitute  and  I  have  not  had  sufficient  time  to 
coach  him. 

Judge  Fishbein:  Well,  I  guess  you'd  better  take  him  olf  the 
stand  till  tomorrow  then.     Proceed. 

Mr.  Isaacs  (Majestically):    Gentlemen  of  the  Jewrv. 


to  be  sure.  Now  to  return  to  the  question.  When  you  met 
him  did  the  Rabbi  hint  at  the  possibility  of  a  murder  in  .  .  . 

Mr.  Phipps:  Your  honor,  this  is  a  slander  trial  if  I  remem- 
ber righdy,  and  not  a  trial  for  murder  as  counsel  for  the 
plaintiff  evidently  believes.  I  doubt  if  the  witness  belongs  in 
this  trial. 

Judge  Fishbein:  What  have  you  to  say  for  yourself,  Mr. 
Isaacs? 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Your  honor;  adversus  extraneos  vitiosa  pos- 
sessio  prodesse  solet. 

Judge  Fishbein:  Sounds  all  right  to  me.  Any  remarks, 
Mr.  Phipps? 

Mr.  Phipps:  Ambulatoria  est  voluntas  defuncti,  usque  ad 
vitae  supremum  exitum. 

Mr.  Isaacs:    Causa  causae  est  causa  causati. 

Mr.  Phipps:     Post  hoc  propter  hoc. 

Mr.  Isaacs:    In  hoc  signo  big  eats,  uneeda  biscuit. 

Mr.  Phipps:    Goodrich  silvertowns,  royal  cords. 

The  Jury  (In  chorus):    Dem  guys  sure  know  the  law,  eh? 

Mr.  Isaacs:  I  realize  now,  your  honor,  that  I  have  made  a 
deplorable  mistake.  I  am  retained  as  counsel  for  a  pending 
murder  trial  and  have  mixed  up  the  case  with  this  one.  I  beg 
leave  to  be  pardoned,  your  honor. 


Mr.  Phipps:  I  object,  your  honor.  There's  racial  prejudice 
in  that  remark. 

Judge  Fishbein:    Insufficient  grounds  for  objection.    Proceed. 

Mr.  Isaacs:  Gentlemen  of  the  Jewry,  counsel  for  plaintiff  is 
willing  to  offer  each  of  you  %5  if  .  .  . 

Mr.  Phipps:    The  defense  will  give  $6. 

Mr.  Isaacs:    I'll  give  |7. 

Judge  Fishbein:    Hold  out  for  ten,  boys,  times  are  hard  now. 

(}ust  then  the  alarm  bell  sounds.  Every  one  in  the  courtroom 
senses  an  impending  danger.    A  guard  rushes  in.) 

The  Guard:    Run  for  your  lives!   The  court  house  is  on  fire! 

Judge  Fishbein  (excited  but  heroically  courageous):  Man 
the  lifeboats!  Throw  the  women  and  children  overboard!  As 
captain  I'll  stick  to  this  ship  till  it  sinks! 

(The  u'omen  drag  out  the  men  who  have  been  overcome  by 
the  smol{e,  or  vice  versa.  Mr.  Puss  meets  Mr.  Puttz  outside  the 
courthouse  and  both  ivatch  the  building  go  up  in  flames.  They 
are  now  remorsejul  and  conscience  stric\en.) 

Mr.  Puss:    I'm  sorry  I  said  those  things  about  your  wife. 

Mr.  Puttz:     She  isn't  my  wife.    We  just  play  at  it. 

Mr.  Puss:  What!  Not  your  wife,  and  you  sued  me?  Ah, 
ha!     Then  I'll  sue  you,  and  I  got  witnesses. 

.-{nother  court,  another  trial,  ad  infinitum. 
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THE  TRUTH  ABOUT 

COLLEGE  HUMOR 


HE  ENTIRE  action  ta\es  place  in 
>«5TiK/  the  basement  of  one  of  the  oldest 
buildings  in  a  small  mid-western 
college.  The  room  is  furnished  n'ith  a 
battered  des\,  at  the  center  rear,  to  which 
is  attached  a  simple  and  dignified  sign: 
"The  Jester,  Editor  in  Chief";  tiuo  or 
three  ancient  chairs,  and  a  tvaste  basket. 
There  is  a  pervading  sense  of  gloom  and 
utter  desertion,  characteristic  of  such 
places  at  five  o'cloc\  of  an  October  after- 
noon. A  door  at  the  left  opens,  and  the 
editor  of  the  Jester  appears.  He  is  young, 
passably  good  looking,  and  seems  to  be 
in  a  hurry.) 

Editor:     Where  is  everybody?     Hey, 
Bill!   Red!   Where  the  hell /j  everybody? 
They  know  this 
is   an   important 
meeting. 

(One  of  the 
associate  editors 
enters.  He  is 
young,  passably 
good  looking, 
and  seems  to  be 
in  a  hurry.) 

Ass.  Ed.  (sing- 
ing):  Nobody 
knows,  and  no- 
body cares — 

Editor:    Right!    Where  is  everybody? 

Ass.  Ed.:  — if  I'm  blue;  .  .  .  Bob 
couldn't  come.  Said  he'd  hand  his  work 
in  next  week.  Or  sometime.  I  guess 
everybody  else  has  flunked  out — the  most 
popular  young  men  in  the  University, 
and  yet  they  were  asked  to  leave!  (pauses 
dramatically).  Do  you  know  why? 
Their  tooth  paste  lacked  sex  appeal! 

Editor:    Aw,  shut  up!    Where  is — 

(The  art  editor  comes  in,  and  slams 
the  door  behind  him.  He  is  young,  pass- 
ably good  looking,  and  seems  to  be  in  a 
hurry.) 

Editor:     — everybody? 

Art  Ed.:  Williams  had  a  date.  So 
did  Brown.  Not  that  it  matters.  Say, 
Red,  I've  got  to  have  two  dollars  this 
afternoon — how  about  it? 

Ass.  Ed.  (producing  a  quarter  and  a 
package  of  Luc\y  Strides):  Say,  this 
isn't  a  college — it's  an  institution  of  loan- 
ing. 


Editor:  Aw,  shut  up!  (Plaintively.) 
How  do  they  expect  us  to  get  the  thing 
out  on  time  when  no  one  ever  shows 
up?  Who  do  they  think  does  the  work 
anyway — Santa  Claus?  The  Jester's  a 
campus  joke.  Did  you  see  what  the 
Daily  said  yesterday?  (Quotes,  with 
deep  feeling.)  "Now  that  November  is 
nearly  here,  we  may  expect  last  inonth's 
issue  of  the  Jester  at  any  moment,  with 
fair  prospects  of  receiving  this  month's 
number  early  in  December."  We've  got 
to  get  to  work! 

Ass.  Ed.:     Well,  what've  we  got? 
Editor  (taking  papers  from  the  des\): 
Let's  see.     Three  poems — here's  the  first 
one:    "Eyes  that  are  blue  as  summer  skies 
has  a  certain  lit- 
tle miss — " 

Ass.  Ed.: 
Lousy! 

Art  Ed.:  Not 
that  it  matters. 

Editor:  Well, 
the  next  three 
lines  are  worse. 
Maybe  we  can 
fix  it  up.  What 
rhymes  with 
Miss? 

Ass.  Ed.:  Kiss! 
Art  Ed.:  What  a  magnificent  mind! 
Editor:  Aw,  shut  up.  If  you'd  only 
hand  in  some  work  once  in  a  while  we 
wouldn't  have  to  use  this  stuff.  (Ass. 
Ed.,  after  ivrml^ling  nose  disdainfully, 
throtus  poem  in  the  tvaste  basket.) 
How're  the  drawings  this  month? 

Art  Ed.:  Same  as  usual.  (Hopefully.) 
Well,  maybe  a  little  worse.  Four  girls' 
heads — one  of  'em  good — two  futuristic 
he  and  she  drawings;  one  copy  of  a  Rus- 
sell Patterson  illustration  from  Life;  one 
imitation  John  Held,  and  three  illustrated 
puns. 

Ass.  Ed.:  Let's  see  'em.  .  .  .  Lousy: 
Editor:  We'll  have  to  use  'em  all. 
We've  got  to  get  this  number  out  on 
time.  Say,  that  imitation  John  Held  is 
terrible — and  one  of  the  girl's  heads. 
(Throws  them  in  the  basket.)  We've 
got  to  get  to  work.  Let's  see.  Here're 
soiue  jokes  (reading):  "Do  you  talk  in 
your  sleep.'     No.  I  talk  in  other  people's       -Rhyilim.   my   boy.   and  follon    through. 


sleep.  How  come?  I'm  a  professor." 
Then  we  have  those  four  necking  jokes 
we  decided  not  to  put  in  the  last  issue. 
And  listen  to  this:  "Who  was  that  lady 
I  seen  you  with  last  night?  That  wasn't 
me — it  must  have  been  two  other  fel- 
lows." 

Art  Ed.:    Do  you  have  to  read  them? 

Ass.  Ed.:  Lousy!  (Throtvs  papers  in 
the  ivaste  bas\et.) 

Editor:  By  the  way,  how's  the  cover 
coming? 

Art  Ed.:  Oh,  I'll  get  it  done.  I'm 
going  to  have  a  girl  in  a  black  evening 
gown — cut  low  in  back.  Caption:  "Var- 
sity Back."  How's  that  for  the  football 
number?     (Editor  groans.) 

Ass.  Ed.:  Say,  I'm  going.  That  stuff's 
lousy. 

Art  Ed.:  Wait  for  me.  What  time  is 
it?  ...  Hell,  I  should  have  been  meet- 
ing Betty  fifteen  minutes  ago!  What'U 
I  tell  her? 

Ass.  Ed.:  Just  lean  on  me.  Grand- 
father. Tell  her  you  had  a  sudden  attack 
of  athlete's  foot. 

(They  go  out  singing.  The  editor 
sighs,  and  then  retrieves  the  discarded 
jol{es  and  drawings  out  of  the  ivaste  bas- 
ket. .Is  the  curtain  descends  he  inserts 
a  sheet  of  paper  in  the  machine,  and 
starts  typing  with  two  fingers.) 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


"How's  the  patient's  heart  action  to- 
day, nurse?'' 

"Splendid,  doctor,  he's  proposed  twice 
alreadv." 
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TO  AMOS— 

A  FLY 

I  grieve  for  Amos,  he  is  dead, 
His  active  life  is  done; 
Of  all  the  flies  that  I  have  known. 
He  was  the  noblest  one. 

He  was  a  giant  for  his  size. 
His  heart  was  staunch  and  bold, 
'Til  some  one  with; a  swatter  came 
And  knocked  poor  Amos  cold. 

No  longer  now  his  little  voice 
His  buzzing  will  we  hear. 
No  more  he'll  stand  upon  our  hand 
Or  skate  across  our  ear. 

No  more  will  Amos  travel  "round. 
And  flit  from  street  to  gutter 
No  more  his  tread  upon  our  bread 
Or  foot-prints  in  the  butter. 

Oh  Amos,  thou  art  gone,  I  guess 
You've  left  us  here,  by  gorry. 
But  now  I  might  as  well  confess, 
I'm  not  the  least  bit  sorry. 

/.  S. 


THE  COMPLEX 


KING 


'*Lousy  orchestra,  huh?" 


GET  COMFORTABLE,  gang,  cock 
yer  eyes  an'  I'll  pass  th'  bull — an' 
what's  more  yuh  can  call  me  a 
knock-kneed  cow  if  I  give  yuh  a  bum 
steer!!  Now  that  you've  had  your  /jz^;?- 
ishment  for  th'  day  let's  huddle  an'  dig 
dirt!!  Well,  we'll  look  aroun'  a  bit  an" 
see  who  we  can  rip. 

S'posin"  we  start  on  Morgan — there 
ought  to  be 
somethin'  quot- 
able (or  at  least 
whisper- 
able)  "bout  any 
cabellero  what, 
when  he 
smiles,  wiggles 
h  i  s  eyebrows 
an"  looks  coy. 
But  that  ain"t 
th'  only  reason 
we  honor  th" 
old  deah  with 
our  remarks. 
Listen  —  any 
bozo  what 
would  anchor 
his  upper  lip  to 
his  nose  by  that 
combina- 
tion soup 
strainer  an" 
cookie  duster 
of  his  deserves 
not  only  our 
fair  woids  but 
also  lumps  in 
his  mashed  po- 
tatoes,  one   o'   these    days. 

But,  enyhew,  I'll  hand  this  much  to 
Doc  Morgan  on  a  silver  platter — he  real- 
ly knows  how  to  peddle  th'  patter,  an'  I 
ain't  doin'  this  for  my  health  either! 
You"ll  never  make  a  good  travelin'  sales- 
man if  yuh  ain't  heard  him  tell  one  o' 
his  junction  stories.  Yuh  know  what  I 
mean — take  it  one  way  an'  you're  a  dumb 
sock  what  ain't  been  told  this  an'  that, 
but  take  it  th'  other  way  an'  you've  got 
a  mind  that's  lower  than  a  snakes  belly. 
Pussonally,  I  ain't  got  no  prejudice 
against  snakes,  y'understand. 

But  patter  ain't  his  only  long  suit.  If 
yuh  ain't  seen  him  impersonate  anything 


Are  you  full  of  inhibitions? 
Subconscious  mind  all  shot? 
Tell  Morgan  all  about  it; 
He'll  cut  that  mental  \not. 


from  a  flea  with  dandruff  to  a  elephant 
with  Athaletes  Foot  yuh  just  ain't  ready 
to  kick  off  as  yet.  I  did  a  regular  pretzel 
act  laughin'  when  he  gave  a  imitation 
of  a  club  woman.  I  ain't  funnin'  yuh 
when  I  say  he  was  so  good  that  by  th' 
time  he  was  thru  I  was  lookin'  for  ruf- 
fles to  sprout  out  on  his  panties!! 

I  don't  like  ruffles  an'  I  dont  like  nuts 
which      brings 
_  me   to   th'   fact 

that  Power 
House  J.  J.  B. 
M.,  etc.,  takes 
his  Abnormal 
Psych,  class  to 
th'  asylum  at 
Elgin  every 
year.  I  don't 
know  what 
kind  o"  trick  it 
is  but  I  calls  it 
th'  height  o" 
what-  notish. 
He  waits  till 
each  guy  in  the 
class  feels  like 
eleven  brands 
o'  nuts  all  in 
one  jar  an'  then 
he  wags  "em  all 
out  to  th' 
Crazy  House. 
It's  a  wonder 
to  me  th'  class 
ain't  never 
been  smaller 
comin'  home 
then  it  was  goin'  out.  Which  remmds 
me  there's  a  modest  maid  in  the  bug 
house  named  Sarah.  Shes  quite  fond 
of  Doc,  in  fact  th'  lady  looks  for- 
ward to  his  annual  visit  more  than  she 
looks  forward  to  Santy  Claus. 

Doc's  a  hypnotist  an"  I  don't  mean  the 
hula  hula  dancer  kind  either.  Th'  lad 
knows  his  stuff  an'  sure  puts  it  over. 
Doc's  a  good  egg,  always  ready  to  help 
anyone.  In  fact,  I  hope  I  see  him  sittin' 
on  th'  right  hand  o'  Jesus  some  day  an'  I 
hope  th'  Offspring  o'  God  don't  get  play- 
ful an'  conceal  a  thumb  tack  in  the  palm 
of  His  hand  before  Doc  takes  his  seat. 

An   Co. 
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FOURTEEN  CHICAGO  theatres  are 
open.  It  is  surprising  that  ten  of  the 
performances   are  worth   seeing. 

Philip  Merivale,  in  Death  Tulles  a 
Holldav  (Harris),  gives  one  of  the  mem- 
orable performances  of  recent  years. 
When  he  first  appears  as  the  incarnation 
of  Death,  Mr.  Merivale  has  two  jobs  to 
perform.  He  must  fuse  the  subtlety  of 
an  omnipotent  mind  with  a  grmi  sort  of 
sovereign  humor  (for  the  object  is  to 
lighten  our  fear  of  death),  and  yet  main- 
tain the  awful  distance  of  his  position. 
Walter  Ferris,  who  aiiapted  Alberto  Cas- 
sella's  play,  provides  Merhale  with  an  en- 
trance speech  that  reads  like  literature, 
but  it  is  apparent  where  the  actor's  art 
shines  above  the  words. 

.\s  Prince  Sirki,  Death  comes  to  a  ducal 
chateau  for  a  three  day  holiday  desiring 
to  see  the  workings  of  the  thing  called 
man,  and,  more  than  incidentally,  the 
emotions  of  this  thing  called  love.  Noth- 
ing dies,  of  course,  not  a  leaf  falls  during 
this  period  and  everything  blooms  at  top 
speed;  paradoxically,  since  death  itself  is 
the  life  process.  In  his  royal  masquerade. 
Death  finds  passion  in  all  the  eligible 
women  in  the  palace,  and  at  length  comes 
upon  the  so-called  sweet  pain  of  respon- 
sive love  in  a  dreamy  blonde.  She  shows 
no  fear,  and  he  stalks  oft  with  her. 

The  play  has  little  incident,  but  the 
novelty  of  the  situation,  the  pleasing 
poetry  that  rides  with  Death  through  the 
excellent  atmosphere,  and  Mr.  Merivale's 
acting  make  for  an  enjoyable  evening. 
Both  Death  Ta\es  a  Holiday  and  Michael 
and  MaiY,  the  Dramatic  League  play 
which  will  begin  December  1,  have  been 
elected  by  Burns  Mantle  as  one  of  the  ten 
honored  plays  of  last  year. 

J(  )I  IN  WEXLEY.  the  author  of  The 
Last  Mile  (Princess),  knows  the 
tricks  of  drama,  or,  if  you  will,  dra- 
matic values.  His  play  is  as  grim  and 
convincing  a  deathhouse  drama  as  the 
theatregoer  wanting  horror  will  ask  for. 
It  is  powerful  and  terrible.     The  torture 


of  the  last  minutes  before  the  electrocu- 
tion and  the  horrible  slowness  of  act  one 
have  never  been  surpassed  in  a  similar 
play  in  my  not  so  limited  theatre  experi- 
ence. The  following  acts  of  wholesale 
massacre,  macabre  joking  and  two-fisted 
murder  are  built  with  realism  of  the  most 
exciting  order.  Chester  Erskin,  the  direc- 
tor, Spencer  Tracy,  the  "killer"  who  leads 
a  jad  break,  John  Bell,  an  intense  young- 
ster tottering  to  the  chair,  and  a  big 
Negro,  Ernest  W^hitman,  arc  praise- 
worthy. 

MENDEL.   IXC.    (Adelphi),   is   a 
comedy     that     will     make    you 
laugh.    It  consists  mainly  of  Ber- 
nard   Shnaps,   of   Shnaps   and    Shtrudel, 
otherwise  Joe  Smith  of  the  Avon  Comedy 
Four.    Shnaps  is  a  Jew  meddling  among 


Mendel,  hie. 


Jews  on  the  East  Side,  New  York  City. 
A  banker,  matchmaker,  lawyer,  real 
estate  and  steamship  agent,  detective,  he 
i^;  always  eager  to  do  your  work  for  you. 
"I'm  a  man  like  this,"  Shnaps  says,  "I 
like  to  do  one  thing  good — and  have  a 
sideline."  Every  moment  of  Smith  and 
Charles  Dale,  his  partner,  is  funny;  they 
probably  will  be  remembered  as  long  as 


the  Abie's  Irish  Rose  people.  Alexander 
Carr  plays  Mendel,  a  Yiddish  inventor- 
plumber,  whose  fortune  brings  unhappi- 
ness. 

THERE  ARE  pessimists  and  there  are 
bored  pessimists.  And  there  are 
bored  pessimists  who  dream  aloud 
about  suicide,  insult  everyone  within  in- 
sulting distance,  and  squeal,  "Oh,  go  to 
hell!"  These  last  are  the  characters  in 
Philip  Barry's  latest  playwnting  idea. 
Hotel  Universe  (Goodman). 

The  unhappy  souls  who  are  unfor- 
tunate enough  to  worry  about  the  futility 
of  our  mean,  meandering  world  will 
probably  sit  up  and  listen  to  the  equivo- 
cal, undramatic  dialog  of  Mr.  Barry's 
gloomy  wasters.  Others  will  wonder  why 
he  did  not  write  a  play.  Two  humorous 
episodes  (thrown  in  to  relieve  the  tension 
after  the  manner  of  Shakespeare),  one  of 
which  IS  adept  and  timely  clowning,  and 
the  jarring  make-believe  of  the  happy 
ending  add  to  the  technical  confusion  of 
the  play.  Barry,  instead  of  using  artifices 
with  the  skill  of  Shaw,  succeeds  only  in 
laying  threadbare  the  technical  inefii- 
ciency. 

I  am  truly  sorry  that  Hotel  Universe  is 
not  a  better  play.  The  ideas  are  intel- 
ligent and  the  tense,  morbid  atmosphere 
has  much  to  be  said  for  it,  but  aspirations 
so  zealous  as  to  edify  audiences  must  be 
shot  through  with  intense  interest  or 
they  have  the  annoying  habit  of  dragging. 

FRITZ  LEIBER  is  playing  Shakespeare 
with  distinction  at  the  Civic.  His 
eight  plays  are  remarkably  presented, 
if  we  consider  the  not  so  minor  limita- 
tions of  the  company,  which  is  not  as 
good  as  it  was  at  the  opening  last  year. 
Mary  Hone,  a  newcomer,  is  a  loyely 
Cordelia  and  a  spright  \'iola.  Mr.  Lei- 
ber's  Lear,  probably  his  best  perform- 
ance, is  a  bluff,  blowzy,  hearty  huntsman. 
Leiber's  Macbeth  and  Richard  III,  his 
favorite  jorte  parts,  are  included  in  the 
present  group  of  plays.  Malvolio,  the 
effeminate  sniffer,  offers  outlet  for  a 
marked  comic  spirit.  His  Brutus  has 
most  of  the  serenity  that  Tyrone  Power 
showed  last  year;  and  he  is  a  good  Shy- 
lock.  I  have  never  entirely  enjoyed 
Leiber's  Hamlet,  who  has  the  cunning 
and  intelligence  ol  a  Richard  III  and  the 
brash  confidence  of  a  Macbeth. 
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POLITICS: 

At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Plum- 
mcrs   Uplift  League,   Sen.  F.O.B.   Case- 
beer  was  high  man  m  the  poker  games. 
He  won  on  a  royal  flush. 
SOCIETY: 

Mr.  G.  G.  Longnecker  and  Miss  Sophie 
Snuggleup  were  married  last  nite  by 
Rev.  Gordon  Setup  in  his  pajamas.  Al- 
tho  the  marriage  was  unexpected  the  par- 
ents of  the  bride  voiced  their  approval. 

Miss  Tillie  Tossel  ran  away  with  a 
traveling  salesman  last  nite.  This  is  the 
second  time  someone  has  run  away  with 
her.  The  first  time  two  draft  horses  did 
it. 
SPORTS: 

Lucy  Lovemup,  daughter  of  "Pinky"" 
Bluegill,  fish  food  king,  was  exonerated 
last  nite  in  the  death  of  her  husband 
"Spook""  who  died  of  pancake  poisoning 
at  the  breakfast  table  last  week.  The 
death  was  called  accidental  since  Lucy 
did  not  have  her  glasses  on  when  mixing 
the  batter.  The  reasons  for  his  death 
were  two  pounds  arsenic,  four  cans  rat 
poison,  and  one  box  of  matches.  Mrs. 
Lovemup  has  chosen  a  career  on  the 
stage. 

Archibald  Snapback,  mouse  trap  king, 
was  taken  to  the  Last  Word  Hospital 
with  an  acute  case  of  indigestion.  An 
operation  disclosed  one  gallon  anti- 
freeze, one  pink  garter,  one  loving  cup, 
and  a  horse  shoe  magnet. 
BARTER  AND  EXCHANGE: 

Will  trade  my  house-broke  goldfish  for 
most  anything.     Call  William  Tell,  Ap- 
plegate  6966-6. 
FOR  SALE: 

One  Polly  by  a  woman  who  has  green 
feathers  and  can  swear  like  Hell. 

.1.  K. 


"Who  gave  you  that  black  eye.?" 
"It  wasn"t  given;  I  fought  for  it."' 


'And  this  is  your  bump  of  curiosity."' 
"Right,  Professor,  I  got  that  by  stick- 
ing my  head  in  the  elevator  shaft  to  see 
it   the   elevator   was   going   up.     It   was 
coming  down." 


"I'm  looking  for  a  small  man  with 
one  eye." 

"If  he"s  very  small,  I  guess  you  better 
use  both  eyes.'" 


Everybody  was  calling  her  a  brick,  so  I 
gave  up  my  law  training  and  became  a 
bricklayer. 

■♦■ 

Housemother  (at  12:30  A.  M.): 
"Doesn't  that  young  man  know  how  to 
say  good  night.-'" 

Voice  from  the  dark:  "Does  he.'  I'll 
say  he  does!  " 


-  .   "Dont  you  know  it's  wrong  to  shoot 
craps.?"' 

"Yes,  sir,  and  I'm  sure  paying  for  my 
sins."' 


Geologist  (at  Grand  Canyon):  "And 
it  took  millions  and  millions  of  years  to 
carve  out  this  great  abyss." 

"Voice:  "Gee,  I  didn't  know  that  was 
a  government  job!" 


A  glance  in  the  Bible  discloses  that 
times  haven't  changed  much.  We  com- 
plain about  crowded  houses  at  Home- 
coming, yet  long,  long  ago  it  is  noted 
that  .Abraham  slept  with  his  forefathers. 


My  father  follows  the  medical  profes- 
sion— he's  an  undertaker. 


"I  hear  that  when  Mrs.  Smythe  died 
she  left  $70,000   in  her  busrie." 

"My,  my,  that's  a  lot  of  money  to 
leave  behind." 


She:     "I  don't  think  that  English  course  did  you  any  good- 
you  still  end  every  sentence  with  a  proposition." 
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"Hello,  is  that  you  Oscar?" 
"Yes,  this  is  Oscar." 
"You  sure  it's  Oscar?" 
"Yes,  this  is  Oscar." 
"Doesn't  sound  like  Oscar." 
"YES,  I  tell  you,  this  is  Oscar!" 
"Well,  listen,  Oscar,  let  me  have  S500." 
"All     right,    I'll    tell     him    when    he 
comes." 


Lady  (at  piano):  "They  tell  me  you 
love  good  music." 

He  (politely):  "That  doesn't  matter; 
please  go  right  on." 


"What's    the    matter,    you    look    sick; 
having  financial  difficulties?" 

"Yes,  I  swallowed  a  quarter  yesterday." 


He  started  poor  thirty  years  ago.  But 
now  he  retires  with  a  fortune  of  5200,000, 
acquired  through  industry,  perseverance, 
economy,  conscientious  eflort,  pluck,  and 
the  death  of  an  uncle  who  left  him  $199,- 
999.50. 


Co-ed  in  drug  store  (as  straw  in  soda 
breaks):     "Damn,  my  sucker's  broke." 

Escort  (blushing):  "Gosh,  how'd  you 
know  I  was?" 


Minister:  "Next  Sabbath  morning 
there  will  be  special  music  by  the  choir 
and  the  organist.  The  church  will  then 
be  closed  the  following  two  Sundays  for 
repairs." 


English  Prof:  "You  use  too  many 
words  in  your  theme.  You  say  'He  was 
poor  but  honest."  Simply  say  he  was 
honest.  Again,  you  say  'He  was  without 
money  or  friends.'  Merely  say  he  was 
without  money." 


Meet  the  Science  Twins:  one  has 
electricity  in  his  hair,  and  the  other's 
got  gas  on  his  stomach. 


"Did  they  have  much  fun  at  the  dance 
last  night?" 

"Barrels  of  it.  barrels  of  it!" 


NOTABLE  ADS 
FROM  NEWSPAPERS 

FOR  SALE:  Pair  of  horses.  Gende, 
sound,  and  affectionate.  Owner  in  hos- 
pital. 

WANTED:  Minister  of  the  Gospel 
for  lumber  camp.  Must  be  good  crap 
player. 

WANTED:  Man  to  collect  accounts 
not  over  50  years  old. 

WANTED:  Man  who  can  run  car 
and  wife. 

NOTICE:  Party  who  took  pajamas 
from  clothesline  back  of  the  Theta  House 
is  known.  Return  same  or  an  embar- 
rassing exposure  will  be  made  on  my 
part. 

(TURKISH  BATH  AD):  TO  OUR 
ESTEEMED  PATRONS— 


"Of  coune  the  scrambled  eggs  are  good — but  arc  they  aesthetic?" 


"Need  a  dishwasher?" 
"No,  we  keep  a  dog." 

SAD  STORY  OF 

OSWALD  LUKUMS 

IT  WAS  a  cold  winter  at  the  North 
Pole.  Even  the  polar  bears  were  hol- 
lering for  new  coats.  The  mercury  was 
down  to  a  hundred  below  zero  in  the 
sun  and  there  was  no  sun.  The  ice  froze 
so  hard  that  the  desperate  poverty- 
stricken  Eskimos  were  able  to  eke  out  a 
precarious  living  only  by  retailing  sec- 
tions to  various  sorority  houses  in  far-of? 
Evanston. 

One  day  it  rained  and  the  next  day  all 
the  poor  Eskimos  were  bumping  into 
icicles  wherever  they  went  because  all  the 
rain  drops  froze  before  they  touched  the 
ground.  This  will  give  you  but  a  casual 
idea  of  how  cold  it  was  at  the  North 
Pole. 

Picture,  then,  the  plight  of  our  litde 
hero,  Oswald  Lukums,  who  had  survived 
for  over  a  year  with  a  minimum  of  cloth- 
ing. When  the  bears  at  the  North  Pole 
were  freezing,  Oswald  went  around  in 
next  to  nothing  (BVD's — adv.)  and  did 
not  complain.  He  never  complained. 
Even  when  the  temperature  at  the  North 
Pole  was  so  low  that  men  froze  at  the 
burlesque  shows,  not  a  murmur  came 
from  the  stoical  Oswald  Lukums. 

Oswald,  you  see.  didn't  live  at  the 
North  Pole.    He  lived  at  the  Equator. 

D.  N. 


TWENTY-TWO 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


College  graduate  (to  office  boy):  "Is 
there  an  opening  here  for  a  college  man?" 

Office  boy  (grimly):  "There  will  be 
if  they  don't  give  me  that  $2  raise  I  asked 
for." 


"Did  you  ever  attend  a  school  for  stut- 
tering?" 

"N-n-no,  I  j-j-j-just  p-picked  it  up." 


"Can  you  speak  French?" 

Man  shakes  his  head  negatively. 

"Can  you  speak  German?" 

Man  shakes  his  head  again. 

"Can  you  speak  English?" 

Man  shakes  his  head. 

"Can  you  speak  Spanish?" 

Man  shakes  his  head. 

"It's  no  use,  gentlemen,  I've  spoken 
to  this  man  in  five  different  languages 
and  still  he  can  not  understand  me. " 


"Better  pull  down  the  shades  next  time 

you  kiss  your  secretary." 

"Secretary  nothing;  that  was  my  wife." 
"Heh,  heh,  your  wife  was  in  my  office 

then." 


Customer:      "Will   you   show   me   the 
thinnest  thing  in  a  blouse?  " 

Clerk:       "Sorry,    she's    gone    out    to 
lunch." 

1 


THE  BETTIME 


"Whew,  what  a  dress  on  that   woman!" 
"Guess  she   believes  in   girls   being  seen 
and  not  heard." 


LI  DOLE  ROSCOE  was  avery  nite 
boddering  his  old  man  by  esking 
heem  to  tal  bettime  sturries.  Dis 
nite  was  no  haxeption.  He  kem  bount- 
ing  op  by  heem  with  a  smiling  face  in 
his  pajamas  ent  he  esked  his  Poppa  he 
esked  so,  "You'll  gonna  tal  me  a  bet- 
time  sturry  tonite,  ain't  it  Poppa?" 

"Why  you  shood  alretty  be  in  bet  by 
now,"  kem  beck  de  Poppa  queek-like. 

Roscoe  riplied  a  riply  so,  "I  am  in  bet 
wit  de  Momma  fer  gatting  in  de  cookie 
jar  alretty,  bot  I  deedn't  min  dis." 

"I  tal  you  de  true,  you  are  mine  most 
worstest  son,"  cheeped  een  de  Poppa  as 
he  cheeped  de  son  a  copple  wit  times 
hon  de  beek. 

"Poppa  pliz  tal  me  about  de  tree 
bares,"  sad  Roscoe. 

"Go  to  bet,"  sad  de  Poppa. 
"No     I     kent,"     kem     beck     Roscoe, 
"Seester  is  een  de  batroom  ent  you  know 
wat  eet  mins  if  I  dun't  gatting  in  dere 
befur  I  gat  to  bet. " 

"Oh  yas,  dat  riminds  me, "  sad  Poppa 
as  he  gave  de  son  a  sweeft  keek  in  de 
sitting  room. 

"Now  Sonny, "  sad  Poppa,  "Deed  you 
min  de  sturry  about  de  tree  Alpha  Xi 
Deltas  who  dated  de  two  Fi  Keps  ent  de 
Pi  New  Beta  whan  you  dalked  about  de 
tree  bares?" 

"Why  Poppa,"  riplied  de  son  bloshing 
werry  red. 

"Oh,  de  tree  bears,"  sad  Poppa  ship- 
pishly  as  he  hendled  sonny  a  dime. 

"Wance  apon  a  time,"  started  Poppa, 
"Dere  was  tree  bears  wot  lived  een  a 
swall  sheck  by  de  meedle  of  de  woots. 
Dey  hat  a  kitchen,  wit  a  dining  room, 
wit  a  betroom,  ent  de  oder  room  was  no 
problem  because  it  was  out  in  the  contry. 
"Wan  morning  de  Momma  bear  mate 
a  beeg  bowl  wit  porrige  ent  she  dished 
it  out  bot  it  was  werry  hot  fer  dam  to 
eeting.  'Wat'U  we  gonna  do?'  sad  de 
Momma.  'Lat's  strolling,'  sad  de  Poppa. 
So  dey  went  out.  Ent  wot  do  you  link, 
along  kem  a  bewtiful  blew-eyed  shiksa 
which  had  blond  hairs  which  on  account 
of  dis  she  was  called  Goldilocks.  She 
saw  de  cute  houz  ent  queek  went  een 
ent  et  op  all  de  porrige  which  was  by 
dis  time  coolt  off.     Den  filling  netcherly 
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tyerd,  she  went  into  de  bettroom  and  trite 
first  de  Poppa's  bet,  den  de  Momma's 
and  den  de  leedle  bear's  bet.  Dis  one 
was  de  most  comfortably,  so  she  went 
sound  asleep. 

"De  tree  bears  kem  beck  ent  whan 
dey  saw  dat  de  porrige  was  gone  dey 
knew  dat  sometink  was  op.  Ent  dey 
were  werry  mat  I'm  taling  you.  De 
young  bear  went  into  de  bettroom  ent 
rudely  waked  de  sleeping  blond  ent 
chaste  her  out  of  de  houz,  dereby  show- 
ing his  inexperience.  Ent  dat's  de  ent 
of  the  sturry,  sonny,"  sad  de  Poppa.  "Go 
to  bet  now." 

"Bot  Poppa,"  sad  leedle  Roscoe  as  he 
waked  op,  "You  deedn't  tal  me  de  moral 
to  dis  sturry." 

"Oh  yas,"  remembered  de  Poppa, 
"Don't  keek  a  sleek  blond  baby  out  whan 
you  come  home  ent  find  her.  Trit  her 
wit  all  de  kindness  dat  she  might  like." 

"I  never  keek  blond  babies  out,"'  riplied 
Roscoe. 

"Oh  yas?"  sad  de  Poppa  as  he  flecked 
Roscoe  twice  befur  he  cood  get  going  off 


to  bet. 

DAVY'S 


R.  C.  S. 


DOZEN 


1.  The  train  of  thought  is  usually  a 
slow  freight. 

2.  The  girl  who  is  always  at  her  wits' 
end  hasn't  very  far  to  go. 

3.  Lean  men  never  chew  the  fat. 

4.  College  bred  may  be  only  a  four 
year  loaf  but  it  requires  a  lot  of  dough. 

5.  Jumping  at  conclusions  is  a  mighty 
poor  form  of  exercise. 

6.  You  can't  paint  the  town  red  un- 
less you  have  plenty  of  the  long  green. 

7.  Poets  are  born  but  not  made — until 
they  start  working  for  a  living. 

8.  Everything  is  relative.  A  well-fed 
wallet  adds  much  to  the  personality. 

9.  Who  would  say  that  a  big  head  is 
caused  by  a  big  brain? 

10.  College  is  the  air  that  inflates  the 
tire  of  ego  and  the  first  job  is  the  punc- 
ture. 

11.  The  good  listener  is  never  dumb. 

12.  If  everybody  practiced  what  he 
preached,  things  would  be  so  heavenly 
that  we'd  find  it  hell.  D.  N. 


TWENTY-THREE 


PUR 


A  man  bought  the  only  remaining 
sleeping  car  space.  An  old  lady  next  to 
him  in  line  burst  into  tears,  wailing  that 
it  was  of  vital  importance  that  she  have  a 
berth  on  that  train.  Gallandy  the  man 
sold  her  his  ticket,  and  then  strolled  to 
the  telegraph  office.     His  message  read: 

"Will  not  arrive  until  tomorrow.  Gave 
berth  to  an  old  ladv  just  now." 


"Is  the  next  train  due  soonr" 
"Yep,  there's  the  conductor's  dog  com- 
ing now. " 


Zoology  Prof:  "We  will  now  name 
some  of  the  lower  invertebrates,  starting 
with  Mr.  Johnson." 


"New  girl?'' 

"No,   old   one  repainted.'" 


"Going  to  the  lecture  on  Buddhism? 
"No.     Don't   care  for  flonen." 


THE  DRAMA 

BURLESQUE 

(The  story  thin  fdr) 

EDGAR  LITTLETWITTLE,  scion  of 
Chicago  society,  visits  Evanston  to 
buv  a  ducat  for  the  Prom.  He  is  set  upon 
bv  a  band  of  thieves  who  gracefully  de- 
posit hmi  at  the  backdoor  of  a  sorority 
house.  Here  he  is  found  the  next  day 
reading  the  morning  paper.  The  house 
mother,  just  getting  home,  stumbles  over 
his  number  elevens  and  sweetly  smiles — 
asking  him  to  breakfast. 

While  scrubbing  the  floor  he  becomes 
deeply  infatuated  with  Sadie,  the  bar- 
tender's daughter,  who  asks  him  to  pass 
the  cucumbers.  At  this  time  a  heavy 
tread  of  feet  is  heard  on  the  roof  next 
door — silence  reigns. 

Edgar,  misunderstanding,  shines  his 
shoes  and  eagerly  awaits  the  next  issue 
of  the  telephone  directory.  While  in  this 
state  he  writes  in  answer  to  an  advertise- 
ment concerning  "WH.VT  A  YOUNG 
C;iRL  SHOULD  KNOW  BEFORE 
MARRIAGE"  and  receives  100  cooking 
recipes.  Greatly  pleased  he  slams  it  to 
the  floor  and  telephones  his  uncle  George. 
Upon  getting  the  right  number  he  spills 
his  coflee  down  his  leg  and  goes  away  be- 
lieving that  he  has  been  deceived. 
(Noiv  to  go  oil  ii'it/i  the  story) 

Lord  Chesterfield  rushes  into  the  apart- 
ment and  sees  O'Brien  swatting  flies. 
"YOLT'\'E  done  it,"  cried  the  nobleman 
throwing    sand    in     Squitterville's    eyes. 


"Done  what.' "  roared  Polonius  seeing 
that  all  would  soon  be  lost.  "Picked  your 
nose,"  lamented  Ophelia  coming  out 
from  under  the  rug. 

Suddenly  the  lights  went  out.  A  flash 
— a  scream — a  groan.  There  is  mischief 
in  the  air  murmured  O'Conner  to  Gold- 
berg as  he  stubbed  his  toe  on  the  ice  box. 

E.  M.  /. 


"But  what  if  the  parachute  doesn't 
open.'"  asked  the  nosev  old  lady. 

"That  wouldn't  stop  me, "  answered 
the  eminent  aviator,  "I'd  come  right 
down  anvwav. 


We  know  a  fellow  \\-ho  has  one  of 
these  ancient  collegiate  flivvers.  Now  he 
mav  not  have  a  quarrelsome  nature,  but 
vet  he's  always  trying  to  start  some- 
thing. 


Porter:     "Carry     yo'     bags.     Mister.' 
Never  bust  a  bottle  vet!  " 


Notes  on   Prohibition:     A  soft  drink 
doth  not  turn  awav  anv  wrath. 


Good  old  Toe,  mv  booze   em  friend. 


Know  where  you  can  get  good  4% 
stufl'.-  Hell,  hell,  at  the  First  National 
Bank! 


She  fell  for  me,  but  I  let  her  lay. 

■♦ 

Fraternity  house  rules: 

No  liquor  allowed  in  rooms. 

Do  not  throw  bottles  out  of  windows. 


"Do  vou  ever  get  homesick?  " 
"Only  when  I'm  home." 
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Margaret  Kiner,  Editor 


THE  ERL 


KING 

Edwin  Cranberry 

THE  ERL  KING  by  Edwin  Gran- 
berry,  like  Joseph  Hergesheimer's 
THREE  BLACK  PENNIES,  is  the 
story  of  a  fine,  high-spirited,  aesthetic-lov- 
ing, ideal-worshiping  family  in  the  last 
stages  of  decay.  The  background  of  the 
story  is  the  coast  of  Florida  near  the  point 
where  Ponce  de  Leon  sought  the  Foun- 
tain of  Youth.  The  story  itself  is  wound 
entrancingly  around  the  legendary  point 
where  the  explorer's  "jewel  ship  went 
down."  The  entire  story  is  fraught  with 
an  allure,  a  mysticism,  an  intangiblcncss 
which  is  beautifully  created  although 
necessarily  indefinite.  The  keynote  to 
the  story  lies  in  the  following  lines  from 
the  poem  THE  ERL  KING  which  par- 
tially explains  this  feeling  of  unreality: 
"Come,  lovely  boy,  thy  beauty  hath  won 

me. 
Come  of  thy  will,  else  swift  I  shall  seize 
thee!  .  .  .  ." 
This  teasing  spirit  of  the  Erl  King  to- 
gether with  the  natural  background  easily 
becomes  the  predominant  tone  of  the 
book.  Imagine  if  you  can  a  country  pun- 
gent with  forest  smells,  and  the  briny 
odor  of  the  ocean,  and  the  scent  of  the 
"flowers  of  Anclote,  flushed  of  their  per- 
fume by  the  wind"  coupled  with  the  rus- 
tling sounds  of  the  forests  and  gardens 
and  the  murmuring  swish,  swish  of  the 
water  and  the  chimes  from  the  old  mis- 
sion and  the  bell  in  the  lighthouse  now 
and  then  accentuating  the  placid  drowsi- 
ness of  the  habitual  "halt-smothered  sum- 
mer." In  the  distance  are  the  negroes 
laughing  and  happy  the  live-long  day, 
chanting  spirituals  and  crooning  songs 
by  the  firelight;  and  the  gypsies  stealing 
through  the  forest,  sly  and  cunning,  un- 
expectedly enriching  the  night-sounds  by 
serenades  and  the  too  beautiful   appeals 


of  the  boy  troubadour.  Far,  far  out  be- 
tween the  sun  and  the  ocean-line  a 
phantom  ship  can  be  seen  for  a  few 
minutes  on  clear  days  just  as  the  sun  is 
rising  and  setting.  Can  it  be  real  or 
merely  a  reflection  of  the  sun? 

Through  it  all  can  be  felt  the  call  oi 
the  Erl  King,  at  first  plaintive  anil  timid, 
then  bolder  and  bolder  until  he  is  able 
to  claim  as  his  own  the  last  of  the  Little- 
page  family.  At  the  side  of  the  unreal 
stalks  the  equalizing  figure  of  Father 
Julian,  calm,  serene,  and  sane.  .  .  .  The 
beauty  and  simplicity  of  the  author's 
style  unconsciously  becomes  prose-poetry 
in  his  fervent  tributes  to  nature.  They 
are  too  refined  and  exquisitely-done  to  be 
called  outbursts,  yet  they  retain  the  en- 
thusiastic freshness  of  a  new  discovery  in 
spite  of  the  underlying  seriousness.  It  is 
evident  that  the  subject  of  THE  ERL 
KING  is  well  adapted  to  the  mysticism 
of  Mr.  Granberry's  pen  and  his  superb 
treatment  of  it  places  him  among  the 
best  of  our  modern  authors. 

Margin  et  Knier. 

WHITHER  WHITHER 
OR  AFTER  SEX  WHAT? 

(Compiled) 

OW  HIGH  IS  up?     How  far  up 
the  Twer  is  the  bridge?     What  is 
the     future    of     football?       How 
many  wells  in  a  river? 

These  and  many  other  pseudo- 
important  questions  are  answered  in 
this  clever  little  book  in  order  to  show 
college  students  that  they  may  have 
no  qualms  concerning  the  vital  facts 
of  life.  A  great  deal  of  time  has  been 
spent  in  the  research  and  the  compiling 
of  these  essays.  After  reading  this  book 
for  at  least  fifteen  minutes  each  day  one 
will  know  as  much  about  tomorrow  as 
he  knows  about  today.  Twelve  highly 
educated  men  have  planned  together  for 
a  book  of  this  type.    Now  that  they  have 


H 


succeeded  in  gathering  and  collecting  all 
the  material  on  the  subject  and  have  aug- 
mented it  by  their  own  experiences  and 
knowledge  the   result  is  astounding. 

In  this  book  one  finds  the  work  of 
men,  each  a  specialist  in  his  own  line. 
Each  contributor  is  working  for  the  bet- 
terment of  humanity  from  a  philan- 
thropic point  of  view.  On  the  other 
hand  humor  in  the  broadest  sense  of  the 
word  is  sprinkled  in  with  serious  advice. 
As  the  title  would  suggest  the  book  is 
satirical  and  would  probably  be  classi- 
fied under  Humor  or  Satire  or  Philosophy 
or  all  three. 

My  conclusion  is  definite  and  simple: 
after  reading  this  book  there  will  be  no 
room  for  symposiums. 

Hazel  Collins. 

MYSTERIOUS 

WAVE 

Percival  Christopher  Wren 

AGAIN  WE  find  the  age-old  mech- 
anism of  the  mystery  thriller — 
the  "unlucky"  diamond,  the  band 
of  super-crooks,  and  the  pseudo-criminal 
bent  on  personal  revenge,  ferreting  out 
the  perpetrators  of  a  dastardly  crime.  And 
what  with  a  murder,  a  poisoning,  a  most 
surprising  prison  escape,  and  a  suicide 
as  well,  we  have  an  adventure  story  de 
luxe.  All  that  is  lacking  is  a  proper 
modicum  of  mystification. 

In  this  story  of  The  Unsetting  Sun,  a 
diamond  with  a  curse,  we  are  hurried 
from  South  America  to  California;  from 
an  English  sanitarium  to  Chicago's  gang- 
land, and  back  again.  .\11  of  which 
might  be  exciting  enough,  except  for  the 
means  of  transportation.  In  the  first  sec- 
tion of  the  story,  entitled  "Mysterious 
Waye  Appears,"  we  are  told  the  story  as 
it  happened.  Then,  for  a  hundred-odd 
pages  we  read  a  letter,  "John  Waye's 
Story,"  which  carefully  explains  why  and 
how  it  all  occurred.  The  climax  is  some- 
where about  the  middle  of  the  book,  and 
the  rest  drags  distinctly. 

The  style  is  that  of  the  experienced 
adventure  writer,  facile  and  flashy;  but 
the  transparency  of  plot  prevents  even 
superficial  entertainment.  Major  Wren 
had  done  better  in  giving  his  public 
more  of  Beau  Geste  and  the  Foreign 
Legion.  Paul  Ciilp. 
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PARROTINGS 


Betsy  Day^  Editor 


Some  Dumb  Frosh 

The  Frosh  who  uses  his  Pledge  Pm  for 

a  collar  button. 
The   Frosh    who    thinks    a    "Forward 

Pass"  will  admit  him  to  a  football 

game. 
The  Frosh  who  thought  "No  Breaks" 

at  the  dance  were  the  stuff — changed 

his  mind  when  he  discovered  he  had 

no  brakes  on  the  road. 
The  Athletic  Freshman  who  thinks  a 

nightmare  is  a  race  horse. 

Georgia  Tech.  Yellow  Jiuf^et. 


Jane:     What's  a  tea  caddy .^ 
Jack:     A  freshman  delegated  to  clear 
things  off  your  knee  at  any  sorority  tea. 
Colorado  Dodo. 


Long  Winded  Prof:    "I  ask  you  again, 
did  you  ever  stop  to  think — " 

Weary    Frosh:      "And    did    you    ever 
think  to  stop?" 

Ohio  Sun  Dial. 


A  SAD  STORY: 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man 
who  after  using  Listerine  toothpaste  for 
a  year,  had  to  buy  false  teeth  with  the 
money  he'd  saved. 

Ciijoler. 


This  Louis  XIV  bed  is  too  short 
We  ought  to  get  a  Louis  XV. 

Wabash  College  Caveman. 


It  was  a  tense  moment  in  the  big  race. 
The  two  boats  were  bow  and  bow  driv- 
ing through  for  the  finish  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  distant.  The  coxswain  of  one  shell 
was  exhorting  his  men.  "C'mon  fellows, 
let's  get  this  thing  up  to  thirty-four — 
heave — going  up,  let's  take  it  to  thirty- 
five — c'mon,  we  can  make  it  thirty-six — 
who  saya  thirty-seven?" 

Suddenly  the  husky  Jew  who  was  pull- 
ing number  4  oar  sung  out,  "Hey,  you 
better  sell,  it  von't  go  no  higher." 

Wisconsin  Octopus. 

♦^ 

Lady  (in  drugstore):  "I've  really  for- 
gotten what  I  came  after. 

Tactful  Clerk:     "Listerine,  ma'am?" 
Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


"And  this  is  Vesuvius.  You  have  noth- 
ing like  that  in  America." 

"No   but   we   have  the   Niagara  Falls 
that  could  put  that  out  in  a  minute." 
— Minnesota  S/{i-U-Mah. 


"You  seem  to  have  had  a  serious  acci- 
dent." 

"Yes, "  said  the  bandaged  person.  "I 
tried  to  climb  a  tree  in  my  motor  car. " 

"What  did  you  do  that  for?" 

"Just  to  oblige  a  lady  who  was  driving 
another  car.  She  wanted  to  use  the 
road." 

Tuscan. 


"Freshman? 

"No." 

"Soph?" 

"No." 

"Junior,  mavbe?" 

"No." 

"Senior?" 

"No." 

"Well,  then 

wottin 

ell  are  you?" 

"I'm  onlv  a 

football 

player." 

— 

-Cornell  Widotu. 

PAGE  ROBBIE  CRUSOE 
I  see  by  the  newspaper  headlines  that 
Miss     Hinklemeyer     married     Saturday. 
Heh,  heh!  I  wonder  if  he  was  any  rela- 
tion to  Friday. 

Illinois  Siren. 


\  New  York  doctor  says  that  smoking 
dwarfs  the  body.  That  being  the  case, 
you'd  have  to  carry  microscopes  in  order 
to  recognize  your  girl-friends. 

Wabash  Caveman. 


Bo:  "Hell,  Bill,  I  hear  you've  been 
sick." 

Zo:  "Yeah,  but  when  the  doctor  told 
me  it  wasn't  asthma  I  breathed  a  lot 
easier. " 

Stevens  Stone  Mill. 


Then  there  was  the  night  baseball 
game  that  was  deadlocked  after  about 
30  innings  and  had  to  be  called  on  ac- 
count of  dawn. 

Blac{  &■  Blue  Jay. 


A  CANTERBURY  TAILE 

By  Saucer 

The  taile  concerns  a  Sophomore 
A  slipperie  guy  who  cursed  and  swoore 
A  lotte. 

When  it  was  tyme  for  drille — I  woot 
It  wasse  because  his  monkie  suit 
Wasse  shotte. 

But  here!     My  taile  is  left  undone: 
The  hour  for  drille  approached. 

The  sunne 

Wasse   hotte. 

"I  should  be  sleeping  faste  in  bedde 
Instead  of  drilling  here,"  he  saidde, 
"Great  Scottel  " 

And  e'er  another  breath  waste  gonne 
He  turned  and  ranne  for  home  uponne 
The  spotte. 

Next  daye  this  sophomore  wasse  slicke' 
He  told  has  captainne  he'd  beene  sicke 
And  gotte 

Excused  (which  wasse  the  worst  of  lies) 
But  you'll  admit  he  wasse  wise, 
Why  notte? 

California  Pelican. 


King  Solomon  once  attended  the  open- 
ing night  of  a  musical  comedy  and  en- 
joved  himself  immensely.  The  producer 
hurried  up  to  him  after  the  show  and 
asked,  "What  did  you  think  of  the  chorus 
your  Majesty?"  "Great,"  replied  the  po- 
tentate, "I'd  like  to  date  up  the  first  three 
rows  some  evening. 

Dartmouth  jac\  O' Lantern. 


\'oice  on  telephone:    "Hello,  fraternity 

house' " 

Different  V.  O.  T.:     "Yeah." 

V.  O.  T.  (original):     "Who  owns  the 

tux  at  your  house?" 

Minnesota  Skj-V-Mah . 


"Who's  that  long-haired  man?" 
"That's  a  Yale  man!" 
"Oh  yes.     I've  heard  about  those  Yale 
locks. " 

Siivasher. 


Small  boy  ( handing  a  playing  card 
across  the  counter):  "Hey,  mister  can 
vou  change  a  five  spot'  " 

Neiv  Yor}{  University  Medley. 
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Delicious  and  Refreshing 


Put  the  "grin" 
in  Grind 


m«,    •V.-v 


Grantland  Rice — » — »— Famous 
Sports  Champions^*- Coca-Cola 
Orchestra  -•-  Every  Wednesday 
10:30  to  1 1  pm.  Eastern  Daylight 
Saving  Time  — »— • —  Coast  to 
Coast  NBC  Network -•-»- 


""''^  Pause 

that  refreshes 

When  much  study  is  a  weariness  to  the  flesh. 
When  you  find  yourself  getting  nowhere  — 
fast.  Pipe  down!  Don't  take  any  more  pun- 
ishment! Let  go  everything!  Pause  for  a 
moment  and  refresh  yourself. 

That's  just  the  time  and  place  when  an  ice-cold 
bottle  or  glass  of  Coca-Cola  will  do  you  the  most 
good.  A  regular  cheer-leader  with  its  happy 
sparkle  and  delicious  flavor,  while  its  pure, 
wholesome  refreshment  packs  a  big  rest  into  a 
little  minute  and  gets  you  off  to  a  fresh  start. 

The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 
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Preserve 
YOUR  EYES 

Close  study  makes  such  a  de- 
mand upon  the  eyes  that  stu- 
dents who  need  g,lasses  and  do 
not  wear  them,  frequently 
jeopardize  their  eyesight,  and 
the  evil  results  are  felt  chiefly 
in  after  years.  If  you  need 
g,lasses,  obtain  them  without 
delay. 

ALMER  COE  &  COMPANY 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 
at  Church  Street 


Specidl  Christmas  Display 
JACK  WHEELER 

''The  Balfour  Man" 
\^'ill  Disi>lay  Balfour  Jewelry  at 

CHANDLER'S 

Monday  to  Friday,  December  8  to  13 


a 


ESTABLISHED  1905 
AND 
Still  the  best  place  to  eat^' 

WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Ave. 
OPEN  SUNDAYS 


'D  A  S  H  E  RY 

^  NLY  in  his  clothing  accessories  can  a  man 
hope  to  achieve  any  colorful   effects,   and, 
of  course,  for  town,  a  man's  outfit  can  not 
be  too  colorful. 

After  all,  a  suit  appropriate  for  town  wear  is 
a  pretty  dull  affair  so  far  as  color  and  pattern  is 
concerned.  It  must  depend  for  its  smartness  on 
careful  tailoring,  fitting  and  the  excellence  of  the 
material.  And,  the  accessories  a  man  wears  with 
it  must  be  in  keeping.  To  liven  the  complete  out- 
fit and  give  it  character,  they  must  not  be  too 
harmonious,  but  should  offer  a  note  of  contrast. 

For  this  winter,  light  colors  in  these  accessories 
are  particularly  good.  The  muffler  or  reefer  in 
canary-yellow  looks  particularly  well  with  a  dark 
gray,  or  blue,  coat  and  a  black  bowler  hat. 
Handkerchiefs  are  plain  white  linen  with  a  black, 
white  or  gray  monogram. 

Socks,  alone  of  all  these  accessories,  should  be 


VANITY    I-AIK 


dark,  plain  and  inconspicuous,  matching  the  suit 
or  shoes,  or  at  least  being  of  the  same  tone  of  a 
contrasting  color. 

NE  of  the  smart  New  York  shops  has  re- 
cently brought  out  a  new  collar  for  men. 
In  keeping  with  the  demands  of  well- 
dressed  men,  it  has  a  very  low  front  and  space 
at  the  top  for  the  knot  of  a  tightly  knotted  tie. 

The  collar  has  fairly  short  points.  The  tabs 
which  fasten  it  to  the  collar  at  the  front  are  the 
secret  of  its  smartness,  however.  These  are  cut 
very  low  and  at  such  an  angle  that  when  the  col- 
lar is  in  place  its  points  are  spread  well  apart. 

A  collar  of  this  sort  is  particularly  good  with 
a  starched,  demi-bosom  shirt,  but  it  may  be  worn 
with  a  soft  shirt  as  well.  If  worn  with  a  soft 
shirt,  the  latter  should  be  plain  ^vhite  or  solid- 
colored.  If  worn  with  a  starched  shirt,  the  bosom 
should  be  solid-colored,  horizontally  striped  or 
have  very  small,  closely  set  figures. 

(Copyiiyht,  /QSO,  by  I'cuiity  Fair) 
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It  took  something  more 
than  book  learning 
to  lick  this  cyclone 

A  cyclone  twists  its  destructive  way  through  the  West  .  .  .  telephone  lines  go  down  .  .  . 
communication  must  he  restored  .  .  .  page  Western  Electric!  CL  There's  a  real  "kick"  in 
meeting  and  beating  such  emergencies.  It  calls  for  scientific  manage- 


ment, of  course,  the  sort  of  knowledge  you  can  get  from  books  and 

Starting     supplifs     on 

their  ivay  to  the  stricken  ••n  ii  i  i  ill  1^ 

area  is  but  a  matter      training.     But    ovcr  aud    above    that    comes   the    sudden  demand   for 

of  minutes 

resourcefulness,  man-sized  ability,  sheer  grit.  CTo  supply  the  telephone  companies  of 
the    Bell    System    with    everything    needed    to    give    service,   Western 
Electric  carries   on  a  dependable,  nation-wide   system  of  distribution. 

Like  secondary  defense 
U  estern   Electric  backs 

A  vast  undertaking — yet  only  one  of  this  company's  varied  functions.      "p  >'•«  nation's  tine  of 


communication 


Western  Electric 

Manufacturers. . .  Purchasers  . .  Distributors 


SINCE     1882     I  O  V    ^A      THE     B£LL    SYSTEM 
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*      *      '        *          •           • 

• 

>  • 

>  • 

^  HEY! 
HEYI 

*  •  «  *  ^y%^  • 

• 

•  • .  •  • .  • . 

^1*   • 

ITS  CHRISTMAS  AGAIN 

A    modern    Santa    Claus    rides    the    campus 
at  Northwestern   ...   a  new  symbol   .   .   . 
shm,  gay  and  syncopating   .   .    .   caHing    for 
a   huddle  at  midyear  whispering   "lovely" 
"beautiful,"     "exquisite"     and    when     she 
calls  her  signals  it's  6-1-4  D-A-V-l-S  St.  for 
Christmas  Shopping. 

Call            #%01SC11.                  Open  A 

Your           B     BFSSOES^gi          Charge 

Gift      %#£baimEi     ^"°""' 

JEWELERS  &  OPTICIANS 
614  Davis  St.,  Evanston 

The  Campus  Store  of  Many   Gifts   For   All    Occasions,   Especially   Christmaj 

Photographs 
Solve  the 
Gift  Problem 

Whether  for  mother,  father, 
brother,  roommate,  or  beloved, 
a  photograph  of  j'ourself  is  the 
appropriate  gift.  Let  us  finish 
as  many  as  you  need  from  your 
Syllabus  negatives,  or  telephone 
today  for  an  appointment  for 
a  sitting. 

MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

IN  EVANSTON 
1618  Orrington  Ave.  Greenleaf  4221 

IN   CHICAGO 
6  North  Michigan  Ave.  Central  7003 


"So  that  bad  boy  threw  stones  at  you? 
Why  didn't  you  come  and  tell  me?" 

"Aw,  you  couldn't  hit  the  side  o£  a 
barn." 


"It  is   the  spirit  of   your  wife  before 

you.     Speak!     Speak!" 

"  'Sallright,  I  don't  have  to.     She'll  do 

all  the  speaking." 

• 

"■Well,  sir,  are  your  eyes  improving? 
Can  you  see  the  nurse  now?" 

"Yes,  doctor,  she  gets  plainer  and 
plainer  every  day." 

♦ 

"I  got  a  terrible  code  id  de  head.  What 
should  I  take  to  clear  it?" 

"Try  a  vacuum  cleaner." 

Axiom:     A  lawyer  will  not  rise  high 

in  his  profession  if  he  stays  on  the  level. 

♦ 

"What  do  you  talk  to  yourself  for?" 
"I  like  to  listen  to  an  intelligent  man, 
and  I  like  to  talk  to  an  intelligent  man. " 

♦ 

"Sure  he  belongs  to  the  four  hundred; 

he's  one  of  the  ciphers." 

♦ 

"Who  did  the  best  acting  at  the  school 

play?" 

"The  audience;  they  pretended  they  en- 
joyed it." 

• 

"You  say  you  use  the  trunks  of  trees 
for  your  lumber?  What  do  you  do  with 
the  limbs?" 

"O,  we  handle  those  at  our  branch 
office." 


"Johnny,  if  coal  is  $8  a  ton,  and  you 
pay  your  dealer  $32,  how  many  tons  will 
he  bring  you?" 

"A  little  over  three  tons." 

"No,  that  isn't  right." 

"I  know  it,  but  they  all  do  it." 


Census   taker:      "Have   you   any   chil- 
dren?" 

"Yes,  one  living  and  one  married." 
-^ 

"Willie,    let    your    brother    play    with 
your  marbles!" 

"Aw,  he  means  to  keep  them." 

"No,  he  doesn't. " 

"He  does  too,  'cause  he  swallowed  four 

already." 

♦ 

"What's  your  income?  " 
"O,  between  nineteen  and  twenty  thou- 
sand dollars." 

"Hell,  I  don't  see  how  you  live  the  way 
you  do  on  one  thousand  a  year." 

♦ 

AND  IN  A  CIGAR? 
In  a  trap,  it's  cheese. 
In  a  boat,  it's  breeze. 
In  a  cold,  it's  sneeze, 
In  a  dog,  it's  fleas. 

Mdltenser. 


THIRTY 


"Annie,"  called  Mrs.  Jones  from  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  "How  about  break- 
fast?" 

"Oh,"   replied   the   new   servant,   who 

had  overslept.     "You  needn't  bother  to 

bring  me  any.    I'm  not  very  hungry  this 

morning." 

Harvard  Lampoon. 
♦ 

Doctors,  Attention! 

Quotation  from  II  Chronicles  15:12, 
13: 

"And  Asa,  in  the  thirty  and  ninth  year 
of  his  reign,  was  diseased  in  his  feet,  until 
the  disease  was  exceedingly  great;  yet  in 
his  disease  he  sought  not  to  the  Lord, 
but  to  the  physicians.  And  Asa  slept 
with  his  fathers." 


P  U  R  P  L  E^^P  A  R  ROT 


The  Parrot,  ever  known  for  tremen- 
dous courage,  now  puts  forth  this  most 
daring  pun  of  the  year: 

"There's  no  Police  like  Holmes,"  said 
the  man  reading  Conan  Doyle. 
♦^ 

Policeman  (at  restaurant):  "I'll  have  a 
club  sandwich." 

Actor:    "I'll  have  ham." 


"What  are  they  moving  the  church 
for?" 

"There's  a  law  saying  no  saloon  shall 
be  nearer  than  500  feet  to  a  church." 


Kind  Old  Lady:  "And  what  will 
Santa  Claus  bring  you  for  Christmas, 
little  boy?" 

Contemporary   Youngster:     "Cheesus, 
lady,  I'll  bet  you  still  believe  in  storks. ' 
-^ 

Axiom:     He  who  laughs  first  gets  the 

"A." 


Traveler:     "Did  you  find  a  roll  con- 
taining $50  under  my  pillow?" 

Average  Porter:     "Yes,  suh,  and  thank 

you,  suh." 

♦ 

Englishman:       "Hi    say,    what's    that 

hawful  noise  houtside?  " 

American:     "That's  an  owl. " 
Englishman:    "Hi  know  bally  well  hits 

an  'owl,  but  'oo  in  'ell's  'owling?" 


Children's  Voices  at  Twilight: 

"I  wanna  come  in." 

"No,  you  can't  come  in." 

"Why  can't  I?" 

"  'Cause     Mamma     says     litde 
shouldn't  see  little  girls  in  their  nightie 
gowns." 

Short  silence. 

"You  can  come  in  now.    I  took  it  off!  " 


boys 


Deceiver:      Nellie    doesn't    neck    any- 
more. 

Unbeliever:     I  didn't  know  she  died. 
War>ipus. 


^lllllinillllllllllMIIIIIIMIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIi:: 


PRESTO!! 


WE'VE  SOLVED 
YOUR  GIFT  PROBLEM 


Friends  and  relatives  in  other  schools^ 
your  brother  or  sister  in  high  school, 
your  roommate  who  couldn't  afford  to 
subscribe  .  .  .  they'll  be  mighty 
pleased  if  you  give  them  a  subscription 
to  the  "PARROT"  for  Christmas. 


$1.00 


brings  them  the  five  remaining  issues 
and  a  card  from  us  on  Christmas  day! 
Just  send  the  coupon  below  with  your 
remittance. 


NORTHWESTERN 
PURPLE  PARROT 


PURPLE  PARROT 
101  University  Hall 
Evanston,  Illinois 

Send  the  remaining  five  issues  to  the  Following  addresses. 
Enclosed  is  $1.00  for  each. 


ADDRESS 

CITy     . .                         ... 

<;tatf        . . 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 

STATE 

MY  NAME  IS 

.^IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIUHUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlT: 
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'Oh  my  dear,  please  don't  touch  me." 


-Burr. 


Intelligence  is  the  ability  on  the  part  of  the  editors  of  a  college 
comic  magazine  to  distinguish  between  the  naughty,  the  very 
naughty,  and  the  terribly  naughty.  Will  power  is  the  ability  to 
withstand  the  temptation  to  print  the  latter  class.      — Kitty-Kat. 


RAIN 


or 


SNOW 

Enjoy  Your  Share 
of  SUNSHINE 

Play  To-day 

Play  Every  Day 

620  CHURCH  ST. 

In  the  Heart  of 

EVANSTON 


KaTLOTS  and  PlAMOHDOK  ^HC 

Women''s  and  Misses'  Apparel 

1566  Sherman  Avenue       —         —        Evanston,  111. 
Telephone  University  4022 


"For  Goodness  Sake,"  sighed  the  young  modern  as  she  wearily 
trudged  home  from  an  auto  ride.  — The  Gargoyle. 


Father — .\nd  to  think  that  I  mortgaged  the  house  to  send  my 
boy  to  college.  All  he  does  is  go  out  with  girls,  drink  and 
smoke. 

Crony — Do  you  regret  it.' 

Father — Yes.  I  should  ha\e  gone  myself. 

— Southern  California  Wampus. 


Irate  Citizen — Officer,  stop  that  man — he's  a  bootlegger! 
Cop — Now,  don't  get  excited!    There'll  be  another  one  along 


in  a  mmute. 


-The  Pointer. 


Jim — What  would  you  do  if  a  girl  dared  vou  to  carry  her  up- 
stairs.- 

Bim — I'd  be  inclined  to  take  her  up.  — Aggievator. 


Junior — I   hear  you  have  the  leading  part  in  the  class  play. 
Senior — Yes,  I  lead  the  donkey  in  the  third  act.      — Wampus. 


Witc — John.  I  put  your  shirt  on  the  clothes  horse. 

John  (absently) — What  odds  did  vou  get.-  — Goblin. 


One  of  the  freshmen,  bless  their  little  hearts,  was  bearing  up 
rather  nobly  under  a  particularly  weary  R.  O.  T.  C.  drill  when 
he  very  inadvertently  passed  by  the  captain  without  saluting. 

"Sav,  Buddy, "  said  the  captain  with  characteristic  sweetness, 
"do  you  see  the  uniform  I'm  wearing.'" 

"Yeh,"  said  the  rookie  looking  enviously  at  the  captain's  al- 
most immaculate  uniform,  "look  at  the  damn  thing  they  gave 
me!"  — Bean  Pot. 


Professor — Are  you  using  crib  notes  on  this  examination,  Mr. 
Pip.? 

Pip — No,  sir.     I'm  copying  out  of  the  text. 

Professor — Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  — Gargoyle. 


Are  your  folks  in  Boston  proper.- 
Well,  some  of  them  are. 


-The  White  Mule. 


Expert  Stenographers 

Typing  Letters, 

Manuscripts,  Specifications 

Themes,  Multigraphing 

Mini  eograph  ing 

Addressing 

Evanston  Letter  Service 

HARRIET  E.  RICH.\RDSON 

4th  Floor,  615  Davis  St.,  Univ.  6145 

Above  Lyon  &  Healy's 
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99%  of  Style 

is  in  the 

FIT 

KOTZ  SHOES—    I^S^^HI 
FAMOUS  FOR    R^hAP^I 

FIT— NOW  AT    EKP^  ^1 

^4      ■■■3 

SPECIALLY  FEATURED 

^C\t^     CHIFFON  HOSE 
y  V  ^     PICOT  TOP 

'     -^          FULL-FASHIONED 

PERFECT— REG.  $1.25 

KOTZ 

619    DAVIS     STREET 

c^  Gomplete  Service 
for  ^our  Car 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt,  and  ex- 
perienced service  in  a  con- 
venient central  location. 


Oiling.  Greasing 

Storage.  Simonizing 

Washing.  Repairs 


? 


Shopping  and   Theater 

Parking: 

20c  first  hour  and 

5c  each  additional  hour 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 

Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


Perfect  Facilities 

for 

Entertaining 

The  Georgian  provides  each  hostess 
with  the  services  for  the  perfect 
arrangements  most  appropriate  to 
her  plans,  the  handling  of  her  enter- 
tainment, large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties — even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Reception 
following  are  held  here  with  the  ex- 
ceptional success  that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and  Banquet 

Services   available   in   spaciousness 

with  Complete  privacy. 

^fje  (Georgian 

An  Address  of  Distinction 


Davis  at  Hinman 

Evanswn 


A.  E,  Degerman 

Manager 


Telefihone  Greenleap  4100 


HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX 

TWO  TROUSER  SUITS 
and  OVERCOATS 


35    and    $40 


Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx 
authentic  university  style, 
quality  and  tailoring — plus 
the  fitting  service  and 
absolute  guarantee 

of  MacFarland's 

"It's   certainly  worthwhile" 

MacFARLAND'S 

Incorporated 
CHURCH  AT  SHERMAN 


^  n  o  o  „         „  o 


It's  toasted 

Your  Throat  Protection  — 
against  irritation  —  against  cough. 


iniVlO,  Th«  AmtiicinTobttcoCo.,  M 


